
Pelle the Conqueror 





Pelle the Conqueror 

BOYHOOD 


BV 

Martin Andersen Nexo 


Translated jrom the 
Danish, by yessie Muir 


coT.oNTAr Fnr'^TON 


LONDON & TORONTO 
SIDGWICK & JACKSON, LTD. 
i9«3 



AH rt^hts reserved 



NOTE 


When tVc first part of “ Pellc Erobreren " (Pelle the 
Conqueror) appeared in 1906, its author, Martin Andersen 
Nexb, was practically unknown even in his native country, 
save to a few literary people who knew that he had written 
some volumes of stories and a book full of sunshiny remini¬ 
scences from Spain. And even now, after his great success 
with “ Pelle,” very little is known about the writer. He was 
born in 1869 in one of the poorest quarters of Copenhagen, 
but spent his boyhood in his beloved island Bornholm, in the 
Baltic, in or near the town, Nexb, from which his final name 
is derived. There, tdo, he was a shoemaker’s apprentice, like 
Pelle in the second part of the book, which resembles many 
great novels In being largely autobiographical. Later, he 
gained his livelihood as a bricklayer, until he somehow 
managed to get to one of the most renowned of our “ people’s 
high-schools,” where he studied so effectually that he was 
enabled to become a teacher, first at a provincial school, and 
later in Copenhagen. 

“ Pelle ” consists of four parts, each, except perhaps the 
last, a complete story in itself. First we have the open-air 
life of the boy in country surroundings in Bornholm; then 
the lad’s apprenticeship in a small provincial town not yet 
invaded by modern industrialism and still innocent of socialism; 
next the youth’s struggles in Copenhagen against employers 
and authorities; and last the man’s final victory in laying the 
foundation of a garden-city for the benefit of his fellow-workers. 
The background everywhere is the rapid growth of the labour 
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movement; but social problems arc never obtruded, except, 
again, in the last part, and the purely human interest is always 
kept well before the reader’s eye through variety of situation 
and vividness of characterization. The great charm of the 
book seems to me to lie in the fact that the writer knows the 
poor from within; he has rot studied them an outsider 
may, but has lived with them and felt with them, at once a 
participant and a keen-eyed spectator. He - is no senti¬ 
mentalist, and so rich is his imagination that He passes on 
rapidly from one scene to the next, sketching often in a few 
pages what another novelist would be content to work out 
into long chapters or whole volumes. His sympathy is of the 
widest, and he makes us see tragedies behind the little 
comedies, and comedies behind the little tragedies, of the 
seemingly sordid lives of the working people whom he loves. 
“ Pelle ” has conquered the hearts of the reading public of 
Denmark; there is that in the book which should conquer 
also the hearts of a wider public than that of the little country 
in which its author was born. 

OTTO JESPERSEN, 

Professor of Englisli in Ihc University 
t)f Copenhagen. 

GENXOFTE, CorJiNHAGE.N, 

y}pn 7 , 1913. 




It was dawn on the first of May, 1877. From the sea the 
mist came sweeping in, in a grey trail that lay heavily 
on the water. Here and there there was a movement in 
it; it seemed about to lift, but closed in again, leaving only 
a strip of shore with two old boats lying keel uppermost 
upon it. The prow of a third boat and a bit of break¬ 
water showed dimly in the mist a few paces off. At 
definite intervals a smooth, grey wave came gliding out 
of the mist up over the rustling shingle, and then with¬ 
drew again; it-was‘as if some great animal lay liidden 
out there in the fog, and lapped at the land. 

A couple of hungry crows were busy with a black, 
inflated object down there, probably the carcase of a dog. 
Each time a wave glided in, they rose and hovered a few 
feet up in the air with their legs extended straight down 
towards their booty, as if held by some invisible attach¬ 
ment. When the water retreated, they dropped down and 
buried their heads in the carrion, but kept their wings 
spread, ready to rise before the next advancing wave. 
This was repeated with the regularity of clock-work. 

A shout came vibrating in from the harbour, and a 
little while after the heavy sound of oars working over 
the edge of a boat. The sound grew more distant and at 
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last ceased; but then a bell began to ring—^it must have 
been at the end of the mole—and out of the distance, 
into which the beat of the oars had disappeared, came the 
answering sound of a horn. They continued to answer 
one another for a couple of minutes. 

The town was invisibld", but now and t^en the silence 
there was broken by the iron tramp of a quarryman upon 
the stone paving. For a long time the r^ular beat ol 
his footsteps could be heard, until it suddenly‘ceased as 
he turned some comer or other. Then a door was opened., 
followed by the sound of a loud morning yawn ; and some 
one began to sweep the pavement. Windows were opened 
here and there, out of which floated various sounds to greet 
the grey day. A woman’s sharp voice was heard scolding, 
then short, smart slaps and the crying of a child. ,4 
shoemaker began beating leather, and as he worked fe* 
to singing a hymn— 

" But One is worthy of our hymft, O brothers: 

The Lamb on tVhom the sins of all men lay,” 

The tune was one of Mendelssolin’s ''' Songs withojifc 
Words.” 

Upon the bench under the church wall sat a boat’^ 
crew with their gaze turned seawards. They were leaning, 
forward and smoking, with hands clasped between their 
knees. All three wore ear-rings as a preventive of colcjs 
and other evils, and all sat in exactly the same position, 
as if the one were afraid of making himself in the very 
least different from the others. 

A traveller came sauntering down from the hotel, and 
approached the fishermen. He had his coat-collar turned 
up, and shivered in the chill morning air. ‘‘ Is anything 
the matter ? ” he asked civilly, raising his cap. His voice 
sounded gruff. 
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One of the fishermen moved his hand slightly in the 
direction of his head-gear. He was the head man of the 
boat’s crew. The others gazed straight before them 
without moving a muscle. 

“ I mean, as the bell’s ringing and the pilot-boat’s out 
blowing her horn,” the traveBer went on. " Are they 
expecting a ship ? ” 

“ May b«i You never can tell! ” answered the head 
man unapproachably. 

The stranger looked as if he were deeply insulted, but 
restrained himself. It was only their usual secretiveness, 
their inveterate distrust of every one who did not speak 
their dialect and look exactly like themseh'es. They sat 
there inwardly uneasy in spite of their wooden exterior, 
stealing glances at him when he was not looking, and 
’•wisliing him at Jericho. He felt tempted to tease them a 
•little. 

" Dear me ! Perhaps it’s a secret ? ” he said laughing. 

“ Not that I know of,” answered the fisherman, 
cautiously. 

“ Well, of course I don’t expect anything for notliing ! 
4nd besides it wears out your talking-apparatus to be 
>*ontinually opening and shutting it. How much do you 
generally get ? ” He took out his purse; it was his 
intention to insult them now. 

The other fishermen threw stolen glances at their 
leader. If only he did not run them aground ! 

The head man took his pipe out of his mouth and 
turned to his companions : " No, as I was saying,, there 
are some folks that have nothing to do but go about and 
be clever,” He warned them with his eyes, the expression 
of his face was wooden. His companions nodded. They 
enjoyed the situation, as the commercial traveller could 
see from their doltish looks. 
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He wjas enraged. Here he was, being treated as if he 
were air and made fun of! " Confound you fellows! 
Haven’t you even learnt as much as to give a civil answer 
Jo a civil question ? ” he said angrily. 

The fishermen looked backwards and forwards at one 
another, taking mute couifsel. 

" No, but I tell you what it is 1 She must come some 
time,” said the head man at last. 

" What ‘ she ’ ? ” 

” The steamer, of course. And she generally comes 
about this time. Now you’ve got it! ” 

“ Naturally—of course ! But isn’t it a little unwise to 
speak so loud about it ? ” jeered the traveller. 

The fishermen had turned their backs on him, and 
were scraping out their pipes. 

" We’re not quite so free with our speech here as some 
people, and yet we make our living,” said the head man 
to the others. They growled their approval. 

As the stranger wandered on down the harbour hill, 
the fishermen looked after him with a feeling of relief. 
“ What a talker ! ” said one. “ He wanted to show off a 
bit, but you gave him what he won’t forget in a hurry.” 

” Yes, I think it touched him on the raw all right,” 
answered the man with pride. “ It’s these fine gentlemen 
you need to be most careful of.” 

Half-way down the harbour-hill, an inn-keeper stood 
at his door yawning. The morning stroller repeated his 
question to him, and received an immediate answer, the 
man being a Copenhagener. 

‘‘ Well, you see we’re expecting the steamer from 
Ystad to-day, with a big cargo of slaves—cheap Swedish 
labourers, that’s to say, who live on black bread and 
salt herrings, and do the work of three. They ought to 
be flogged with red-hot icicles, that sort, and the brutes 
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of farmers too! You won’t take a little early^ morning 
glass of something, I suppose ? ” 

“ No, thank you, I think not—so early.” 

“ Very well, ploase yourself.” 

Down at ?iie harbour a number of farmers’ carts were 
already standing, and fresh ones arrived at full gallop 
every minuta The new-comers guided their teams as 
far to the front as possible, examined their neighbours’ 
horses with a critical eye, and settled themselves into a 
half-doze, with their fur collars turned up about their 
ears. Custom-house men in uniform, and pilots, looking 
like monster penguins, wandered restlessly about, peering 
out to sea and listening. Every moment the bell at the 
end of the mole rang, and was answered by the pilot-boat’s 
horn somewhere out in the fog over the sea, with a long, 
dreary hoot, like the howl of some suffering animal. 

“ What was that noise ? ” asked a farmer who had just 
come, catching up the reins in fear. His fear communicated 
itself to his horses, and they stood trembling with heads 
raised listening in the direction of the sea, with questioning 
terror in their eyes. 

“ It was only the sea-serpent,” answered a custom¬ 
house officer. “ He always suffers from wind in this foggy 
weather. He’s a wind-sucker, you see.” And the custom¬ 
house men put their heads together and grinned. 

Merry sailors dressed in blue with white handkerchiefs 
round their necks went about patting the horses, or pricking 
their nostrils with a straw to make them rear. When the 
farmers woke up and scolded, they laughed with delight, 
and sang— 

“ A sailor he must go through 
A deal more bad than good, good, good 1 ” 

A big pilot, in an Iceland vest and woollen gloves, was 
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rushing anxiously about with a megaphone in liis hand, 
growling like an uneasy bear. Now and then he climbed 
up on the mole-head, put the megaphone to liis mouth, 
«^nd roared out over the water : “ Do— you—^liear—any— 
thing ? ” The roar went on for a long tim^ out upon the 
long swells, up and down,<1eaving behind it an oppressive 
silence, until it suddenly returned from the town above, 
in the shape of a confused babble that made Jjpople laugh. 

“ N-o-o ! ” was heard a little while after 'in a thin 
and long-drawn-out cry from the sea ; and again the horn 
was heard, a long, hoarse sound that came rocking in on 
the waves, and burst gurgling in the splash under the 
wharf and on the slips. 

The farmers were out of it all. They dozed a little 
or sat flicking their whips to pass the time. But every 
(me else was in a state of suspense. A number of people 
had gradually gathered about the harbour—fishermen, 
sailors waiting to be hired, and master-artisans who were 
too restless to stay in their workshop. They came 
down in their leather aprons, and begfin at once to 
discuss the situation; they used nautical expressions, 
most of them having been at sea in their youth. The 
coming of the steamer was always an event that brought 
people to the harbour; but to-day she had a great many 
people on board, and she was already an hour behind 
time. The dangerous fog kept the suspense at high pres¬ 
sure ; but as the time passed, the excitement gave place 
to a feeling of dull oppression. Fog is the seaman’s worst 
enemy, and there were many unpleasant possibilities. On 
the best supposition the ship had gone inshore too far 
north or south, and now lay somewhere out at sea hooting 
and heaving the lead, without daring to move. One could 
imagine the captain storming and the sailors hurrying here 
and there, lithe and agile as cats. Stop!—Half-speed 
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ahead! Stop 1 —Half-speed astern ! The first engineer 
would be at the engine himself, grey with nervous excite¬ 
ment. Down in the engine-room, where they knew 
notliing at all, they would strain their ears painfully for any 
sound, and all to no purpose. But up on deck every meui 
would be 01? the alert for hi^ life; the helmsman wet 
with the sw’eat of his anxiety to watch every movement of 
the captain’* directing hand, and the look-out on the 
forecastle peering and listening into the fog until he could 
hear his own heart beat, while the suspense held every 
man on deck on tenterhooks, and the fog-horn hooted its 
warning. But perhaps the ship had already gone to the 
bottom! 

Every one knew it all; every man had in some way or 
other been through this overcharged suspense—as cabin- 
boy, stoker, captain, cook—and felt something of it again 
now. Only tlie farmers were unaffected by it; they 
dozed, woke up with a jerk, and yawned audibly. 

The seafarers and the peasants always had a difficulty 
in keeping on peaceable terms with one another; they 
were as different a*s land and sea. But to-day the in¬ 
different attitude of the peasants made the sea-folk eye 
them with suppressed rage. The fat pilot had already 
had several altercations with them for being in his way ; 
and when one of them laid himself open to criticism, he 
was down upon liim in an instant. It was an elderly 
farmer, w'ho woke from his nap with a start, as his head 
fell forward, and impatiently took out his watch and looked 
at it. 

“ It’s getting rather late,” he said. “ The captain 
can’t find his stall to-day.” 

“ More likely he’s dropped into an inn on the way ! ” 
said the pilot, his eyes gleaming with malice. 

“ Very likely,” answered the farmer without for the 
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moment realising the nature of the paths of the sea. His 
auditors laughed exultingly, and passed the mistake on 
to their neighbours, and people crowded round the unfor¬ 
tunate man, while some one cried : “ How many inns are 
there between this and Sweden ? ” 

“ Yes, it’s too easy to^get hold of liquids out there, 
that’s the worst of it,” the pilot went on. “ But for 
that any booby could manage a ship. He’s only got to 
keep well to the right of Mads Hansen’s farm, and he’s got 
a straight road before him. And the deuce of a fine road ! 
Telegraph-wires and ditches and a row of poplars on each 
side—just improved by the local board. You’ve just got 
to wipe the porridge off your moustache, kiss the old woman, 
and climb up on to the bridge and there you are I Has 
the engine been oiled, Hans ? Right away, then, off we 
go ; hand me my best whip ! ” He imitated the peasants’ 
manner of speech. “ Be careful about the inns. Dad! ” 
he added in a shrill falsetto. There were peals of laughter, 
that had an evil sound in the prevailing depression. 

The farmer sat quite still under tlie deluge, only lowering 
his head a little. When the laughter had almost died away, 
he pointed at the pilot with his whip, and remarked to 
the bystanders— 

“ That’s a wonderful clever kid for his age! Whose 
father art thou, my boy ? ” he went on, turning to the pilot. 

This raised a laugh, and the thick-necked pilot swelled 
with rage. He seized hold of the body of the cart and 
shook it so that the farmer had a difficulty in keeping his 
seat. “ You miserable old clodliopper, you pig-breeder, 
you dung-carter! ” he roared. “ What do you mean by 
coming here and saying ‘ thou ’ to grown-up people and 
calling them ‘ boy ’! And giving your opinions on 
navigation into the bargain ! Eh! you lousy old money- 
grubber ! No, if you ever take off your greasy night-cap 
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to anybody but your parish clerk, then take it off to the 
captain who can find his harbour in a fog like this. You 
can give him my kind regards and say I said so.” And he 
let go of the cart,so suddenly that it swung over to the 
other side. 

" I may as well take it off to you, as the other doesn’t 
seem able to find us to-day,’’ said the farmer with a 
grin, and tp®k off his fur cap, disclosing a large bald 
head. 

“ Cover up that great bald pumpkin, or upon my word 
I’ll give it something! ” cried the pilot, blind with rage, 
and beginning to clamber up into the cart. 

At that moment, like the thin metallic voice of a tele- 
plione, there came faintly from the sea the words: “ We— 
hear—a—steam—whistle ! ” 

The pilot ran off on to the breakwater, hitting out as he 
passed at the farmer’s horse, and making it rear. Men 
cleared a space round the mooring-posts, and dragged up 
the gangways with frantic speed. Carts that had hay in 
them, as if they were come to fetch cattle, began to move 
without having anywhere to drive to. Everything was 
in motion. Labour-hirers with red noses and cunning 
eyes, came hurrying down from the sailors’ tavern where 
they had been keeping themselves warm. 

Then as if a huge hand had been laid upon the move¬ 
ment, everything suddenly stood still again, in strained 
effort to hear. A far-off, tiny echo of a steam whistle 
whined somewhere a long way off. Men stole together 
into groups and stood motionless, listening and sending 
angry glances at the restless carts. Was it real, or was 
it a creation of the heart-felt wishes of so many ? Perhaps 
a warning to every one that at that moment the ship 
had gone to the bottom ? The sea always sends word 
of its evil doings; when the bread-winner is taken his 
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family hear a shutter creak, or three taps on the windows 
that look on to the sea—there are so many ways. 

But now it sounded again, and this time the sound 
came in little waves over the water, the same vibrating, 
subdued whistle that long-tailed ducks make when they 
rise; it seemed alive. Tl^e fog-horn answered it out in 
the fairway, and the bell in at the mole-head; then the 
horn once more, and tlie steam-whistle in »the distance. 
So it went on, a guiding line of sound being spun between 
the land and tlie indefinite grey out there, backwards and 
forwards. Here on terra firma one could distinctly feel 
how out there they were groping their way by the sound. 
The hoarse whistle slowly increased in volume, sounding 
now a little to the south now to tlie north, but growing 
steadily louder. Then other sounds made themselves 
lieard, the heavy scraping of iron against iron, the noise 
of the screw when it was reversed or went on again. 

The pilot-boat glided slowly out of the fog, keeping 
to the middle of the fairway, and moving slowly inwards 
hooting incessantly. It tow'cd by the sound an invisible, 
world behind it, in w'hich hundreds of voices murmured 
tliickly amidst shouting and clanging, and tramping of feet 
—a world that floated blindly in space close by. Then a 
shadow began to form in the fog where no one had expected 
it, and the little steamer made its appearance—^looking 
enormous in the first moment of surprise—^in the middle of 
the harbour entrance. 

At this the last remnants of suspense burst and scattered, 
and every one had to do something or other to work off the 
oppression. They seized the heads of the farmers' horses 
and pushed them back, clapped their hands, attempted 
jokes, or only laughed noisily while they stamped on the 
stone paving. 

“ Good voyage ? ” asked a score of voices at once. 
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“ All well! ” answered the captain cheerfully. 

And now he, too, has got rid of his incubus, and rolls 
forth words of command; the propeller churns up the 
water behind, hawsers fly through the air, and the steam 
winch starts^with a ringing metalhc clang, while the vessel 
works herself broadside in to the wharf. 

Between the forecastle and tne bridge, in under the upper 
deck and tlje* after, there is a swarm of people, a curiously 
stupid swarm, like sheep that get up on to one another’s 
backs and look foolish. “ What a cargo of cattle ! " cries 
the fat pilot up to the captain, tramping delightedly on 
the breakwater with his wooden-soled boots. There are 
sheepskin caps, old military caps, disreputable old rusty 
hats, and the women’s tidy black handkerchiefs. The 
faces are as different as old, wrinkled pigskin and young, 
ripening fruit; but want, and expectancy, and a certain 
animal greed are visible in all of them. The unfamiliarity of 
the moment brings a touch of stupidity into them, as they 
press forward, or climb up to get a view over their neigh¬ 
bours’ heads and stare open-mouthed at the land where 
the wages are said to be so high, and the brandy so un¬ 
commonly strong. They see the fat, fur-clad farmers and 
the men come down to engage labourers. 

They do not know what to do with themselves, and 
are alwaj^s getting in the way ; and the sailors chase them 
with oaths from side to side of the vessel, or throw hatches 
and packages without W2irning at their feet. “ Look out, 
you Swedish devil! ” cries a sailor who has to open the 
iron doors. The Swede backs in bewilderment, but his 
hand involuntarily flies to his pocket and fingers nervously 
his big pocket-knife. 

The gangway is down, and- the two hundred and fifty 
passengers stream down it—^stone-masons, navvies, maid¬ 
servants, male and female day-labourers, stablemen. 
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herdsmen, here and there a solitary little cowherd, and 
tailors in smart clothes, who keep far away from the rest. 
There are young men straighter and better built than any 
that the island produces, and poor old men more worn with 
toil and want than they ever become here. There are also 
faces among them that bea^ an expession of malice, others 
sparkling with energy, and others disfigured with great scars. 

Most of them are in working -clothes and*qnly possess 
what they stand in. Here and there is a man with some 
tool upon his shoulder—a shovel or a crowbar. Those 
that have any luggage, get it turned inside out by the 
custom-house officers; woven goods are so cheap in 
Sweden. Now and then some girl Nvith an inclination to 
plumpness has to put up with the officers’ coarse wtticisms. 
There, for instance, is Handsome Sara from Cimrishamn, 
whom everybody knows. Every autumn she goes home, 
and comes again every spring with a figure that at once 
makes her the butt of their wit; but Sara, who generally 
has a quick temper and a ready tongue, to-day drops her 
eyes in modest confusion : she has fourteen yards of cloth 
wrapped round her under her dress. 

The farmers are wide awake now. Those who dare, 
leave their horses and go among the crowd; the others 
choose their labourers with their eyes, and call them up. 
Each one takes his man’s measure—width of chest, modest 
manner, wretchedness; but they are afraid of the scarred 
and malicious faces, and leave them to the bailiffs on the 
large farms. Offers are made and conditions fixed, and 
every minute one or two Swedes climb up into the hay in 
the back of some cart, and are driven off. 

A little on one side stood an elderly, bent little man 
with a sack upon his back, holding a boy of eight or nine 
by the hand ; beside them lay a green chest. They eagerly 
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watched the proceedings, and each time a cart drove off 
with some of their countrymen, the boy pulled impatiently 
at the hand of the old man, who answered by a reassuring 
word. The old man examined the farmers one by one 
with an anxjpus air, moving his lips as he did so : he was 
flunking. His red, lashless eyes kept watering with the 
prolonged staring, and he wiped them with the mouth of 
the coarse difty sack. 

" Do you see that one there ? ” he suddenly asked the 
boy, pointing to a fat little farmer with apple-cheeks. 
“ I should think he’d be kind to children. Shall we try 
him, laddie ? ” 

The boy nodded gravely, and they made straight for 
the farmer. But when he had heard that they were to 
go together, he would not take them ; the boy was far 
too little to earn his keep. And it was the same thing 
every time. 

It was Lasse Karlsson from Tommelilla in the Ystad 
district, and his son Pelle. 

It was not altogether strange to Lasse, for he had been 
on the island once before, about ten years ago ; but he 
had been younger then, in full vigour it might be said, 
and had no little boy by the hand, from whom he would 
not be separated for all the world ; that was the difference. 
It was the year that the cow had been drowned in the 
marl-pit, and Bengta was preparing for her confinement. 
Things looked bad, but Lasse staked his all on one cast, 
and used the couple of krones he got for the hide of the 
cow to go to Bornholm. When he came back in the 
autumn, there were three mouths to fill; but then he had 
a hundred krones to meet the winter with. 

At that time Lasse had been equal to the situation, 
and he would still straighten his bowed shoulders whenever 
he thought of that exploit. Afterwards, whenever there 
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were short commons, he would talk of selling the whole 
affair and going to Bornholm for good. But Bengta’s 
health failed after her late child-bearing, and nothing came 
of it, until she died after eight years of suffering, tliis very 
spring. Then Lasse sold their bit of fumitufe, and made 
nearly a hundred krones ^on it; it went in paying the 
expenses of the long illness, and the house and land belonged 
to the landlord. A green chest, that had 'been part of 
Bengta’s wedding outfit, was the only thing he kept. In 
it he packed their belongings and a few little things of 
Bengta’s, and sent it on in advance to the port with a 
horse-dealer who was driving there. Some of the rubbish 
for which no one would bid, he stuffed into a sack, and with 
it on his back and the boy’s hand clasped in his, he set 
out to walk to Ystad, where the steamer for Ronne lay. 
The few coins he had would just pay their passage. 

He had been so sure of himself on the way, and had 
talked in loud tones to Pelle about the country where 
the wages were so incomprehensibly high, and where in 
some places you got meat or chee.se to eat with your bread, 
and always beer, so that the water-cart in the autumn 
did not come round for the labourers, but only for the 
cattle. And—^why, if you liked you could drink gin like 
water, it whs so cheap ; but it was so strong that it knocked 
you down at the third pull. They made it from real grain, 
and not from diseased potatoes; and they drank it at 
every meal. And laddie would never feel cold there, for 
they wore wool next their skin, and not this poor linen that 
the wind blew right through ; and a labourer who kept 
himself could easily make his two krones a day. That 
was something different from their master’s miserable 
eighty ores and finding themselves in everything. 

Pelle had heard the same thing often before—from his 
father, from Ole and Anders, from Kama and a hundred 
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others who had been there. In the winter, when the air 
was thick with frost and snow and the needs of the poor, 
there was nothing else talked about in the little villages 
at home ; and in l^e minds of those who had not been on 
the island themselves, but had only heard the tales about 
it, the ideas produced were as fantastic as the frost-tracery 
upon the \vindow-panes. PelleVas perfectly well aware 
that even th^ poorest boys there always wore their best 
clothes, and ate bread-and-dripping with sugar on it as 
often as they liked. There money lay like dirt by the 
roadside, and the Bornholmers did not even take the 
trouble to stoop and pick it up; but Pelle meant to pick 
it up, so that Father Lasse would have to empty the odds 
and ends out of the sack and clear out the locked com¬ 
partment in the green chest to make room for it; and 
even that would be hardly enough. If only they could 
begin ! He shook his father’s hand impatiently. 

“ Yes, yes,” said Lasse, almost in tears. “ You 
mustn’t be impatient.” He looked about him irresolutely. 
Here he was in the midst of all this splendour, and could 
not even find a humble situation for himself and the boy. 
He could not understand it. Had the whole world changed 
since his time ? He trembled to his very finger-tips when 
the last cart drove off. For a few minutes he stood staring 
helplessly after it, and then he and the boy together 
carried the green chest up to a wall, and trudged hand in 
hand up towards the town. 

Lasse’s lips moved as he walked; he was thi nki ng. 
In an ordinary way he thought best when he talked out 
loud to himself, but to-day all his faculties were alert, and 
it was enough only to move his lips. 

As he trudged along, his mental excuses became audible. 
” Confound it! ” he exclaimed, as he jerked the sack higher 
■ up his back. " It doesn’t do to take the first thing that 
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comes. Lasse's responsible for two, and he knows what 
he wants—so there! It isn’t the first time he’s been 
abroad! And the best always comes last, you know, 
laddie." 

• Pelle was not pa5dng much attention, was already 
consoled, and his father’s words about the best being in 
store for them, was to him only a feeble expression for a 
great truth, namely, that the whole world •i^ould become 
theirs, with all that it contained in the way of wonders. 
He was already engaged in taking possession of it, open- 
mouthed. 

He looked as if he would like to swallow the harbour 
with all its ships and boats, and the great stacks of timber, 
where it looked as if there would be holes. This would 
be a fine place to play in, but there w'ere no boys! He 
wondered whether the boys were like those at home; he 
had seen none yet. Perhaps they had quite a different 
way of fighting, but he would manage all right if only they 
would come one at a time. There was a big ship right up 
on land, and they were skinning it. So ships have ribs, 
just like cows! 

At the wooden shed in the middle of the harbour 
square, Lasse put down the sack, and giving the boy a 
piece of bread and telling him to stay and mind the sack, 
he went farther up and disappeared. Pelle was very 
hungry, and holding the bread with both hands he munched 
at it greedily. 

When he had picked the last crumbs off his jacket, he 
set himself to examine his surroundings. That black 
stuff in that big pot was tar. He knew it quite well, but 
had never seen so much at once. My word 1 If you fell 
into that while it was boiling, it would be worse even than 
the brimstone pit in hell. And there lay some enormous 
fish-hooks, just like those that were hanging on thick iron 
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chains from the ships’ nostrils. He wondered whether 
there still lived giants who could fish with such hooks. 
Strong John couldn’t manage them ! 

He satisfied himself with his own eyes that the stacks 
of boards wete really hollow, and that he could easily get 
down to the bottom of them, if only he had not had the 
sack to drag about. His father Vad said he was to mind 
the sack, and fie never let it out of his hands for a moment; 
as it was too heavy to carry, he had to drag it after him 
from place to place. 

He discovered a little ship, only just big enough for a 
man to lie down in, and full of holes bored in the bottom 
and sides. He investigated the sliip-builders’ big grind¬ 
stone, which was nearly as tall as a man. There w’ere 
bent planks lying there, with nails in them as big as the 
parish constable’s new tether-peg at home. And the thing 
that ship was tethered to—wasn’t it a real cannon that 
they had planted ? 

Pelle saw everything, and examined every single object 
in the appropriate miinner, now only spitting appraisingly 
upon it, now kicking it or scratching it with his penknife. 
If he came across some strange wonder or other, that he 
could not get into his little brain in any other way, he set 
liimself astride on it. 

This was a new world altogether, and Pelle was engaged 
in making it his own. Not a shred of it would he leave. 
If he had had his playfellows from Tommelilla here, he 
would have explained it all to them. My word, how they 
would stare! But when he went home to Sweden again, 
he would tell them about it, and then he hoped they would 
call him a liar. 

He was sitting astride an enormous mast that lay along 
the timber-yard upon some oak trestles. He kicked his 
feet together under the mast, as he had heard of knights 

c 
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doing in olden days under their horses, and imagined himselt 
seizing hold of a ring and lifting himself, horse and all. 
He sat on horseback in the midst of his newly-discovercd 
world, glowing with the pride of conquest, struck the 
horse’s loins with the fiat of his hand, andtdug liis heels 
into its sides, while he ^houted a song at the top of his 
voice. He had been obliged to let go the sack to get up. 

" Far away in Smaaland the little imps were dancing 
With ready-loaded pistol and rifle-barrelled gun ; 

•Ml the little devils they played upon the fiddle. 

But for the grand piano Old Harry was the one.” 

In the middle of his noisy joy, he looked up, and 
immediately burst into a roar of terror and dropped down on 
to the wood-shavings. On the top of the shed at the place 
where his father had left him, stood a black man and two 
black, open-mouthed hell-hounds; the man leaned half 
out over the ridge of the roof in a menacing attitude. It 
was an old figure-head, but Pelle thought it was Old 
Harry himself, come to punish him for his bold song, and 
he set off at a run up the hill. A little waj' up he remem¬ 
bered tlie sack and stopped. He didn’t care about the 
sack; and he wouldn’t get a thrashing if he did leave it 
behind, for Father Lasse never beat him. And that horrid 
devil would eat him up at the very least, if he ventured 
down there again; he could distinctly see how red the 
nostrils shone, both the devil’s and the dogs’. 

But Pelle still hesitated. His father was so careful 
of that sack, that he would be sure to be sorry if he lost it— 
he might even cry as he did when he lost Mother Bengta. 
For perhaps the first time, the boy was being subjected 
to one of life’s serious tests, and stood—as so many had stood 
before him—with the choice between sacrificing himself 
and sacrificing others. His love for his father, boyish 
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pride, the sense of duty that is the social dower of the 
poor—the one thing with the other—determined his choice. 
He stood the test, but not bravely ; he howled loudly the 
whole time, while,*with Ids eyes fixed immovably upon the 
Evil One and his hell-hounds, he crept back for the sack 
and then dragged it after him at a quick run up the 
street. 

No one perhaps a hero until the danger is over. 
But even then Pelle had no opportunity of shuddering at 
liis own courage; for no sooner was he out of the reach 
of the black man, than his terror took a new form. What 
had become of his father ? He had said he would be back 
again directly! Supposing he never came back at all! 
Perhaps he had gone away so as to get rid of his little boy, 
who was only a trouble and made it difficult for him to 
get a situation. 

Pelle felt despairingly convinced that it must be so, as, 
crying, he went off \vitli the sack. The same thing had 
happened to other children with whom he was well 
acquainted; but thqy came to the pancake cottage and 
were quite happy, and Pelle himself would be sure to— 
perhaps find the king and be taken in there and have the 
little princes for his pla3.’mates, and Ids own little palace 
to live in. But Father Lasse shouldn’t have a thing, for 
now Pelle was angry and vindictive, although he was 
crying just as unrestrainedly. He would let him stand 
and knock at the door and beg to come in for three days, 
and only when he began to cry—^no, he would have to 
let him in at once, for to see Father Lasse cry hurt him 
more than anything else in the world. But he shouldn’t 
have a single one of the nails Pelle had filled his pockets 
with down in the timber-yard; and when the king’s wife 
brought them coffee in the morning before they were 
up- 
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But here both his tears and his happy imaginings 
ceased, for out of a tavern at the top of the street came 
Father Lasse’s own living self. He looked in excellent 
spirits and held a bottle in his hand. 

■ “ Danish brandy, laddie ! ” he cried, wavipg the bottle. 
“ Hats off to the Danish brandy! But what have you 
been crying for ? Oh, y6u were afraid ? And why were 
you afraid ? Isn’t your father’s name ‘ Lasse—Lasse 
Karlsson from Kungstorp ? And he’s not one to quarrel 
witli; he hits hard, he does, when he’s provoked. To 
come and frighten good little boys! They’d better look 
out! Even if the whole wide world were fuU of flaming 
devils, Lasse’s here and you needn’t be afraid ! ” 

During all this fierce talk he was tenderly wiping the 
boy’s tear-stained cheeks and nose with his rough hand, 
and taking the sack upon his back again. There was 
something touchingly feeble about his stooping figure, as, 
boasting and comforting, he trudged down again to the 
harbour holding the boy by the hand. He tottered along 
in his big waterproof boots, the tabs of which stuck out 
at the side and bore an astonishing resemblance to Pelle’s 
cars: out of the gaping pockets of his old winter coat 
protruded on one side his red pocket-handkerchief, on the 
other the bottle. He had become a little looser in his 
knee-joints now, and the sack threatened momentarily to 
get the upper hand of him, pushing him forwards and 
forcing him to go at a trot down the hill. He looked 
decrepit, and perhaps his boastful words helped to 
produce this effect; but his eyes beamed confi¬ 
dently, and he smiled down at the boy, who ran along 
beside him. 

They drew near to the shed, and Pelle turned cold with 
fear, for the black man was still standing there. He went 
round to the other side of his father, and tried to pull him 
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out in a wide curve over the harbour square. “ There he 
is again,” he whimpered. 

“ So that’s what was after you, is it ? ” said Lasse, 
laughing heartily ;• “ and he’s made of wood too ! Well, 
you really ar« the bravest laddie I ever knew! I should 
almost think you might be sent out to fight a trussed 
chicken, if you had a stick in ySur hand! ” Lasse went 
on laughing} ‘and shook the boy good-naturedly. But 
Pelle was ready to sink into the ground with shame. 

Down by the custom-house they met a bailiff who had 
come too late for the steamer and had engaged no labourers. 
He stopped his cart and asked Lasse if he was looking for 
a place. 

“ Yes, we both want one,” answered Lasse, briskly. 
‘‘ We want to be at the same farm—as the fox said to the 
goose.” 

The bailiff was a big, strong man, and Pelle shuddered 
in admiration of his fajther who could dare to speak to him 
so boldly. 

But the great map laughed good-humouredly. “ Then 
1 suppose he’s to be foreman ? ” he said, flicking at Pelle 
with his whip. 

“ Yes, he certainly will be some day,” said Lasse, with 
conviction. 

” He’ll probably eat a few bushels of salt first. Well, 
I’m in want of a herdsman, and will give you a hundred 
krones for a year—although it’ll be confounded hard for 
you to earn them from what I can see. There’ll always 
be a crust of bread for the boy, but of course he’ll have 
to do what little he can. You’re his grandfather, I 
suppose ? ” 

“ I’m his father—^in the sight of God and man,” answered 
Lasse, proudly. 

“ Oh, indeed ! Then you must still be fit for something. 
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if you’ve come by him honestly. But climb up, if you 
know what’s for your own good, for I haven’t time to stand 
here. You won’t get such an offer every day.” 

Pelle thought a hundred krones was a fearful amount 
of money; Lasse, on the contrary, as the older and more 
sensible, had a feeling that it was far too little. But, 
though he was not awar^ of it yet, the experiences of the 
morning had considerably dimmed the br%ktness of his 
outlook on life. On the other hand, the dram had made 
him reckless and generously-minded. “ All right then,” 
he said with a wave of the hand. “ But the master must 
understand that we won’t have salt herring and porridge 
three times a day. We must have a proper bedroom too— 
and be free on Sundays.” He lifted the sack and the 
boy up into the cart, and then climbed up himself. 

Tlie bailiff laughed. “ I see you’ve been here before, 
old man. But I think we shall be able to manage all that. 
You shall have roast pork stuffed with raisins and rhubarb 
jelly with pepper on it, just as often as you like to open 
your mouth.” 

They drove down to the quay for the chest, and then 
out towards the country again. Lasse, who recognised 
one thing and another, explained it all in full to the boy, 
taking a pull at the bottle between whiles ; but the bailiff 
must not see this. Pelle was cold and burrowed into the 
straw, where he crept close up to his father. 

“ You take a mouthful,” whispered Lasse, passing the 
bottle to him cautiously. “ But take care that he doesn’t 
see, for he’s a sly one. He’s a Jute.” 

Pelle would not have a dram. “ What’s a Jute ? ” 
he asked in a whisper. 

“ A Jute ? Good gracious me, laddie, don’t you know 
that ? It was the Jutes that crucified Christ. That’s why 
they have to wander all over the world now, and sell 
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liannel and needles, and such-like ; and they always clieat 
wherever they go. Don’t you remember the one that 
cheated Mother Bengta of her beautiful hair? Ah, no, 
that was before 3;pur time. That was a Jute too. He 
came one day when I wasn’t at home, and unpacked all 
his fine wares—combs and pins with blue glass heads, and 
the finest head-kerchiefs. Womijn can’t resist such trash ; 
they’re likejjphat we others are when some one holds a 
brajidy-bottle to our nose. Mother Bengta had no money, 
but that sly devil said he would give her the finest hand¬ 
kerchief if she would let him cut off just the end of her 
plait. And then he went and cut it off close up to her 
head. My goodness, but she was like flint and steel when 
she was angry 1 She chased him out of the house with a 
rake. But he took the plait with him, and the handker¬ 
chief was rubbish, as might have been expected. For the 

Jutes are cunning devils, who crucified-” Lasse began 

at the beginning again. 

Pelle did not pay* much attention to his father’s soft 
murmuring. It was something about Mother Bengta, but 
she was dead now and lay in the black earth; she no 
longer buttoned his under-vest down the back, or warmed 
his hands when they were cold. So they put raisins into 
roast pork in this country, did they ? Money must be as 
common as dirt! There was none lying about in the road, 
and the houses and farms were not so very fine either. 
But the strangest thing was that the earth here was of the 
same colour as that at home, although it was a foreign 
country. He had seen a map in Tommelilla, in which 
each country had a different colour. So that was a lie 1 

Lasse had long since talked himself out, and slept with 
his head upon the boy’s back. He had forgotten to hide 
the bottle. 

Pelle was just going to push it down into the straw 
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when the bailiff—who as a matter of fact was not a Jute, 
but a Zeelander—^happened to turn round and caught 
sight of it. He told the boy to throw it into the ditch. 

By midday they reached their destination. Lasse 
awoke as they drove on to the stone paving of tire large 
yard, and gro][)ed mechanically in the straw. But suddenly 
he recollected where he v’as, and was sober in an instant. 
So this was their new home, the only plaoci,(they had to 
stay in and expect anything of on this earth! And as 
he looked out over the big yard, where the dinner-bell 
was just sounding and calling servants and day-labourers 
out of all the doors, all his self-confidence vanished. 
A despairing feeling of helplessness overwhelmed him, 
and made his face tremble with impotent concern for 
his son. 

His hands shook as he clambered down from the 
waggon ; he stood irresolute and at the mercy of all the 
inquiring glances from the steps down to the basement 
of the big house. They were talking about him and the 
boy, and laughing already. In his confusion he deter¬ 
mined to make as favourable a first impression as possible, 
and began to take off his cap to each one separately ; and 
the boy stood beside him and did the same. They were 
rather like the clowns at a fair, and the men round the 
basement steps laughed aloud and bowed in imitation, 
and then began to call to them ; but the bailiff came out 
again to the cart, and they quickly disappeared down the 
steps. From the house itself there came a far-off, monoto¬ 
nous sound that never left off, and insensibly added to 
their feeling of depression. 

“Don’t stand there playing the fool! ” said the bailiff 
sharply. Be off down to the others and get something 
to eat! You’ll have plenty of time to show off your 
monkey-tricks to them afterwards.’’ 
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At these encouraging words, the old man took*the 
boy’s hand and went across to the basement steps with 
despair in his heart, mourning inwardly for Tommelilla 
and Kungstorp. Pelle clung close to him in fear. The 
unknown ha^ suddenly become an evil monster in the 
imagination of both of them. 

Down in the basement passage the strange, persistent 
sound was loader, and they both knew that it was that of 
a woman weeping. 



II 

Stone Farm, which for the future was to be Lasse and 
Pelle’s home, was one of the largest farms on the island. 
But old people knew that when their grandparents were 
children, it had been a crofter’s cottage where only two 
horses were kept, and belonged to a certain Vevest Koller, 
a grandson of Jens Kofod, the liberator of Bornholm. 
During his time, the cottage became a farm. He worked 
himself to death on it, and grudged food both for himself 
and the others. And these two things—poor living and 
land-grabbing—became hereditary in that family. 

The fields in this part of the island had been rock and 
heather not many generations since. Poor people had 
broken up the ground, and worn themselves out, one set 
after another, to keep it in cultivation. Round about 
Stone Farm lived only cottagers and men owning two 
horses, who had bought their land with toil and hunger, and 
would as soon have thought of selling their parents’ grave 
as their little property; they stuck to it until they died or 
some misfortune overtook them. 

But the Stone Farm family were always wanting to 
buy and extend their property, and their chance only 
came through their neighbours’ misfortunes. Wherever a 
bad harvest or sickness or ill luck with his beasts hit 
a man hard enough to make him reel, the Rollers bought. 
Thus Stone Farm grew, and acquired numerous buildings 
and much importance ; it became as hard a neighbour 
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as the sea is, when it eats up the farmer’s land, held by 
field, and nothing can be done to check it. First one was 
eaten up and then another. Every one knew that his 
turn would come s«oner or later. No one goes to law with 
the sea; but, all the ills and discomfort that brooded over 
the poor man’s life came from Stone Farm. The powers of 
darkness dwelt there, and frightened souls pointed to it 
always. “ Thiht’s well-manured land,” the people of the 
district would say, with a peculiar intonation that held a 
curse ; but they ventured no further. 

The Koller family was not sentimental; it throve 
capitally in the sinister light that fell upon the farm from 
so many frightened minds, and felt it as power. The 
men were hard drinkers and card-players ; but they never 
drank so much as to lose sight and feeling; and if they 
played away a horse early in the evening, they very likely 
won two in the course of the night. 

When Lasse and Pelle came to Stone Farm, the older 
cottagers still remembered the farmer of their childhood, 
Janus Koller, the one who did more to improve things 
than any one else. In his youth he once, at midnight, 
fought with the devil up in the church-tower, and over¬ 
came him ; and after that everything succeeded with him. 
Whatever might or might not have been the reason, it is 
certain that in his time one after another of his neighbours 
was ruined, and Janus went round and took over their 
holdings. If he needed another horse he played for and 
won it at loo; and it was the same with everytliing. His 
greatest pleasure was to break in wild horses, and those 
who happened to have been bom at midnight on Christmas 
Eve could distinctly see the Evil One sitting on the box 
beside him and holding the reins. He came to a bad end, 
as might have been expected. One morning early, the 
horses came galloping home to the farm, and he was found 
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lying by the roadside with his head smashed against a 
tree. 

His son was the last master of Stone Farm of that 
family. He was a wild devil, with mnch that was good 
in him. If any one differed from him, he .knocked him 
down ; but he always helped those who got into trouble. 
In this way no one everrleft house and home ; and as he 
had the family fondness for adding to the fatoi.i, he bought 
land up among the rocks and heather. But he wisely let 
it lie as it was. He attached many to the farm by his 
assistance, and made them so dependent that they never 
became free again. His tenants had to leave their own 
work when he sent for them, and he was never at a loss 
for cheap labour. The food he provided was scarcely fit 
for human beings, but he always ate of the same dish 
himself. And the priest was with him at the last ; so 
there was no fault to find with his departure from this 
life. 

He had married twice, but his only child was a daughter 
by the second wife, and there was something not quite 
right about her. She was a woman at the age of eleven,- 
and made up to any one she met; but no one dared, so : 
much as look at her, for they were afraid of the farmer’s,, 
gun. Later on she went to the other extreme, and dressed 
herself up like a man, and went about out on the rocks 
instead of busying herself with something at home; and 
she let no one come near her. 

Kongstrup, the present master of Stone Farm, had 
come to the island about twenty years before, and even 
now no one could quite make him out. When he first 
came he used to wander about on the heath and do nothing, 
just as she did ; so it was hardly to be wondered at that 
he got into trouble and had to marry her. But it was 
dreadful! 
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He was a queer fellow; but perhaps that was what 
people were like where he came from ? He first had one 
idea and then another, raised wages when no one had 
asked him to, and* started stone-quarrying with contract 
work. And so he went on with his foolish tricks to begin 
with, and let his cottagers do as they liked about coming 
to work at the farm. He even went so far as to send them 
home in wef^feather to get in their com, and let his own 
stand and be ruined. But things went all wrong of course, 
as might well be imagined, and gradually he had to give 
in, and abandon all his foolish ideas. 

The people of the district submitted to this condition 
of dependence without a murmur. ^ They had been accus¬ 
tomed, from father to son, to go in and out of the gates of 
Stone Farm, and do what was required of them, as dutifully 
as if they had been serfs of the land. As a set-off they 
allowed all their leaning towards the tragic, all the terrors 
of life and gloomy mysticism, to centre round Stone Farm. 
They let the devil roam about there, play loo with the men 
for their souls, and ravish the women ; and they took off 
their caps more respectfully to the Stone Farm people 
than to any one else. 

All this had changed a little as years went on ; the 
sharp points of the superstition had been blunted a little. 
But the bad atmosphere that hangs over large estates— 
over all great accumulations of what should belong to the 
many—also hung heavy over Stone Farm. It was the 
judgment passed by the people, their only revenge for 
themselves and theirs. 

Lasse and Pelle were quickly aware of the oppressive 
atmosphere, and began to see with the half-frightened 
eyes of the others, even before they themselves had heard 
very much. Lasse especially thought he could never be 
quite happy here, because of the heaviness that always 
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seemed to surround them. And then that weeping that 
no one could quite account for ! 

All through the long, bright day, the sound of weeping 
came from the rooms of Stone Farm, like 4 .he refrain of 
some sad folk-song. Now at last it had stopped. Lasse 
was busying himself with little things in the lower yard, 
and he still seemed to have the sound in liHs ^ears. It was 
sad, so sad, with this continual sound of a woman weeping, 
as if a child were dead, or as if she were left alone with 
her shame. And what could there be to weep for, when 
you had a farm of several hundred acres, and lived in a 
high house with twenty windows! 

" Kiches arc nought but a gift from the Lord, 

But poverty, that is in truth a reward. 

They who wealth do possess 
Never know happiness. 

While the poor man’s heart is ever contented! " 

So sang Kama over in the dairy, and indeed it was 
true ! If only Lasse knew where he 'was to get the mone5j 
for a new smock-frock for the little lad, he would never 
env-y any one on this earth; though it would be nice to 
have money for tobacco and a dram now and then, if it 
was not unfair to any one else. 

Lasse was tidying up the dung-heap. He had finished 
liis midday work in the stable, and was taking his time 
about it: it was only a job he did between whiles. Now 
and then he glanced furtively up at the high windows and 
put a little more energj' into Iris work ; but weaiiness had 
the upper hand. He would have liked to take a little 
afternoon nap, but did not dare. All was quiet on the 
farm. Pelle had been sent on an errand to the \dllage shop 
for the kitchen-folk, and all the men were in the fields 
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covering up the last spring corn. Stone Farm was late 
with this. 

The agricultural pupil now came out of the stable, which 
he had entered from the other side, so as to come upon 
Lasse unexpestedty. The bailiff had sent him. “ Is that 
you, you nasty spy ! ” muttered Lasse when he saw him. 
“ Some day I’ll kill you ! ” But Jxe took oft his cap with 
the deepest T<?spect. The tall pupil went up the yard 
without looking at him, and began to talk nonsense with 
the maids down in the wash-house. He wouldn’t do that 
if the men were at home, the scarecrow! 

Koiigstrup came out on to the steps, and stood for a 
little while looking at the weather : then he went down to 
the cow-stable. How big he was! He quite filled the 
stable doorway. Lasse put down his fork and hastened 
in in case he was wanted. 

" Well, how are you getting on, old man ? ” asked the 
farmer, kindly. “ Cai\you manage the work ? ” 

“ Oh yes, I get through it,” answered Lasse ; “ but 
tliat’s about all. It’s a lot of animals for one man.” 

► Txongstrup stood feeling the hind quarters of a cow. 

‘ You’ve got the boy to help you, Lasse. Where is he, 
by the by ? 1 don’t see him.” 

” He’s gone to the village shop for the women-folk.” 

“ Indeed ? Who told him to go ? ” 

I think it was the mistress herself.” 

“ H’m. Is it long since he went ? ” 

"Yes, some time. He ought soon to be back now.” 

“ Get hold of him when he comes, and send him up to 
me with the things, will you ? ” 

Pelle was rather frightened at having to go up to the 
jffice, and besides the mistress had told him to keep the 
aottle well hidden under his smock. The room was very 
iiigh, and on the walls hung splendid guns; and up upon 
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a shelf stood cigar-boxes, one upon another, right up to 
the ceiling, just as if it were a tobacco-shop. But the 
strangest thing of all was that there was a fire in the 
stove, now, in the middle of May, anti with the window 
' Open ! It must be that they didn’t know how to get rid 
of all their money. But wherever were the money-chests ? 

All this and much more Pelle observed while he stood 
just inside the door upon his bare feet, nb't daring from 
sheer nervousness to raise his eyes. Then the farmer 
turned round in his chair, and drew him towards him by 
the collar. “ Now let’s see what you’ve got there under 
your smock, my little man ! ” he said kindly. 

“ It’s brandy,” said Pelle, drawing forth the bottle. 
“ The mistress said I wasn’t to let any one see it.” 

“ You’re a clever boy,” said Kongstrup, patting him 
on the cheek. “ You’ll get on in the world one of these 
days. Now give me the bottle and I’ll take it out to 
your mistress without letting any jone see.” He laughed 
heartily. 

Pelle handed him the bottle —there .stood money in 
piles on the writing-table, thick round two-krone pieces 
one upon another! Then why didn’t Father Lasse get 
the money in advance that he had begged for ? 

The mistress now came in, and the farmer at once 
went and shut the window. Pelle wanted to go, but she 
stopped him. “ You’ve got some things for me, haven’t 
you ? ” she said. 

“ I’ve received the things," said Kongstrup. “ You 
shall have them—^when the boy’s gone.” 

But she remained at the door. She would keep the 
boy there to be a witness that her husband withheld from 
her things that were to be used in the kitchen; every 
one should know it. 

Kongstrup walked up and down and said nothing. 
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Pelle expected he would strike her, for she called him bad 
names—much worse than Mother Bengta when Lasse 
came home merry from Tommelilla. But he only laughed. 
“ Now that’ll do,” he said, leading her away from the door, 
and letting the boy out. 

Lasse did not like it. He had thought the farmer was 
interfering to prevent them all from making use of the 
boy, when he^o much needed his help with the cattle ; 
and now it had taken this unfortunate turn ! 

" And so it was brandy ! ” he repeated. “ Then I can 
understand it. But I wonder how she dares set upon him 
like that when it’s with her the fault lies. He must be a 
good sort of fellow.” 

“ He’s fond of drink himself,” said Pelle, who had heard 
a little about the farmer’s doings. 

“ Yes, but a woman ! That’s quite another thing. 
Remember they’re fine folk. Well, well, it doesn’t become 
us to find fault with qur betters; we have enough to do 
in looking after ourselves. But I only hope she won’t 
send you on any more of her errands, or we may fall 
between two stools.” 

Lasse went to his work. He sighed and shook his head 
while he dragged the fodder out. He was not at all 
happy. 


x> 



Ill 

There was something exhilarating in the wealth of sun¬ 
shine that filled all space without the accompaniment of 
corresponding heat. The spring moisture was gone from 
the air, and the warm haze of shrnmer had not yet come. 
There was only light—light over the green fields and the 
sea beyond, light that drew the landscape in clear lines 
against the blue atmosphere, and breathed a gentle, 
pleasant warmth. 

It was a day in the beginning of June—the first real 
summer day ; and it was Sunday. . 

Stone Farm lay bathed in sunshine. The clear golden 
light penetrated everywhere ; and where it could not reach, 
dark colours trembled like a hot, secret breath out into 
the light. Open windows and doors looked like veiled eyes 
in the midst of the light, and where the roof lay in shadow, 
it had the appearance of velvet. 

It was quiet up in the big house to-day ; it was a day 
of rest from wrangling too. 

The large yard was divided into two by a fence, the 
lower part consisting in the main of a large, steaming 
midden, crossed by planks in various directions, and at 
the top a few inverted wheelbarrows. A couple of pigs 
lay half buried in the manure, asleep, and a busy flock 
of hens were eagerly scattering the pile of horse-dung from 
the last morning clearance. A large cock stood in the 
middle of the flock, directing the work like a bailiff. 

34 
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In the upper yard a flock of white pigeons were pecking 
corn off the clean stone paving. Outside the open coach* 
house door, a groom was examining the dog-cart, while 
inside stood anoth* groom, polishing the best harness. 

The man at the dog-cart was in shirt-sleeves and newly* 
polished top-boots; he had a youthful, elastic frame, 
which assumed graceful attitudes as he worked. He wore 
his cap on tffe*back of his head, and whistled softly while 
he cleaned the wheels outside and in, and sent stolen glances 
down to the wash-house, where, below the window, one of 
the maids was going through her Sunday ablutions, with 
shoulders and arms bare, and her chemise pushed down 
below her bosom. 

The big dairymaid, Kama, went past him to the pump 
with two large buckets. As she returned, she splashed 
some water on to one of his boots, and he looked up with 
an oath. She took this as an invitation to stop, and put 
down her pails with a.cautious glance up at the windows 
of the big house. 

“ You’ve not had all the sleep you ought to have had, 
Gustav,” she said teasingly, and laughed. 

“ Then it isn’t your fault, at any rate,” he answered 
rouglily. “ Can you patch my everyday trousers for me 
to-day ? ” 

“ No, thank you! I don’t mend for another to get all 
the pleasant words ! ” 

“ Then you can leave it alone! There are plenty 
who’ll mend for me without you! ” And he bent again 
to his work. 

“ I’ll see if I can get time,” said the big woman meekly. 
“ But I’ve got all the work in the place to do by myself 
this afternoon ; the others are all going out.” 

“Yes, I see Bodil’s washing herself,” said Gustav, 
sending a squirt of tobacco-juice out of his mouth in the 
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direction of the wash-house window. “ I suppose she’s 
going to meeting, as she’s doing it so thoroughly.” 

Karr a looked cunning. “ She asked to be free because 
she wanted to go to church. She go to*church! I should 
just like to see her ! No, she’s going down *o the tailor’s 
in the village, and there I suppose she’ll meet Malmberg, 
a townsman of hers. 1 wonder she isn’t ajjove having 
anything to do with a married man.” 

“ She can go on the spree with any one she likes, for 
all I care,” answered Gustav, kicking the last wheel into 
place with his foot, while Kama stood looking at him kindly. 
But the next moment she spied a face behind the curtains 
up in one of the windows, and hurried off with her pails. 
Gustav spat contemptuously between his teeth after her. 
She was really too old for his seventeen years ; she must 
be at least forty ; and casting another long look at Bodil, 
he went across to the coach-house with oil-can and keys. 

The high white house that closed the yard at its upper 
end, had not been built right among the other buildings, 
but stood proudly aloof, unconnected with them except 
by two strips of wooden paling. It had gables on both 
sides, and a high basement, in which were the servants’ 
hall, the maids’ bedrooms, the wash-house, the mangling- 
room, and the large storerooms. On the gable looking on 
to the yard was a clock that did not go. Pelle called the 
building the Palace, and was not a little proud of being 
allowed to enter the basement. The other people on the 
farm did not give it such a nice name. 

He was the only one whose awe of the House had nothing 
sinister about it; others regarded it in the light of a 
hostile fortress. Every one who crossed the paved upper 
.yard, glanced involuntarily up at the high veiled windows, 
behind which an eye might secretly be kept upon all that 
went on below. It was a little like passing a row of 
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cannons’ mouths—made one a little unsteady on one’s 
feet; and no one crossed the clean pavement unless he 
was obliged. On the other hand they went freely about 
the other half of the yard, which was just as much over¬ 
looked by th» House. 

Down there two of the lads were playing. One of them 
had seized the other’s cap and ru« off with it, and a wild 
chase ensued, in at one bam-door and out at another all 
round the yard, to the accompaniment of mischievous 
laughter and breathless exclamations. The yard-dog 
barked with delight and tumbled madly about on its chain 
in its desire to join in the game. Up by the fence the robber 
was overtaken and thrown to the ground ; but he managed 
to toss the cap up into the air, and it descended right in 
front of the high stone steps of the House. 

“ Oh, you mean beast! ” exclaimed the owner of the 
cap in a voice of despairing reproach, belabouring the other 
with the toes of his boots. “ Oh, you wretched bailiff’s 
sneak ! ” He suddenly stopped and measured the distance 
with an appraising eye. “ Will you stand me half a pint 
if I dare go up and fetch the cap ? ” he asked in a 
whisper. The other nodded and sat up quickly to see w'hat 
would come of it. “ Swear ? You won’t try and back 
out'of it ? ” he said, lifting his hand adjuringly. His 
companion solemnly drew his finger across his throat, 
as if cutting it, and the oath was taken. The one who 
had lost the cap hitched up his trousers and pulled himself 
together, his whole figure stiffening with determination; 
then he put his hands upon the fence, vaulted it, and walked 
with bent head and firm step across the yard, looking like 
one who had staked his all upon pne card. When he had 
secured the cap, and turned his back upon the House, he 
sent a horrible grimace down the yard. 

Bodil now came up from the basement in her best 
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Sunday clothes, with a black silk handkerchief on her head 
and a hymn-book in her hand. How pretty she was! 
And brave! She went along the whole length of the 
House and out! But then she could get a kiss from the 
farmer any day she liked. 

Outside the farm proper lay a number of large and small 
outbuildings—the calves’ stable, the pigsties, the tool-shed, 
the cart-shed and a smithy that was no longer used. They 
were all like so many mysteries, with trap-doors that led 
do\vn to pitch-dark, underground beet and potato cellars, 
from which, of course, you could get by secret passages 
to the strangest places underground, and other trap-doors 
that led up to dark lofts, where the most wonderful treasures 
were preserved in the form of old lumber. 

But Pelle unfortunately had little time to go into all 
this. Every day he had to help his father to look after 
the cattle, and with so large a herd, the work was almost 
beyond their power. If he had a moment’s breathing-space, 
some one was sure to be after him. He had to fetch water 
for the laundry girls, to grease the pupills boots and sun 
to the village shop for spirits or chewing-tobacco for the 
men. There was plenty to play with, but no one could 
bear to see him playing; they were always whistling for 
him as if he were a dog. 

He tried to make up for it by turning his work into a 
game, and in many cases this was possible. Watering the 
cattle, for instance, was more fun than any real game, 
when his father stood out in the yard and pumped, and 
the boy only had to guide the water from manger to 
manger. When thus occupied, he always felt something 
like a great engineer. But on the other hand, much of 
the other work was too hard to be amusing. 

At this moment the boy was wandering about among the 
outbuildings, where there was no one to hunt him about. 
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The door to the cow-stable stood open, and he could near 
the continual munching of the cows, now and then inter¬ 
rupted by a snuff of contentment or the regular rattle of 
a chain up and dftwn when a cow rubbed its neck upon 
the post. There was a sense of security in the sound ef 
his father’s wooden shoes up and down the foddering- 
passage. 

Out of the* open half-doors of the smaller outbuildings 
there came a steamy warmth that smelt pleasantly of 
calves and pigs. The pigs were hard at work. All through 
the long sty there was munching and smacking. One old 
sow supped up the liquid through the corners of her mouth, 
another snuffed and bubbled with her snout along the 
bottom of the trough to find the rotten potatoes under the 
liquid. Here and there two pigs were fighting over the 
trough, and emitting piercing squeals. The calves put their 
slobbering noses out at the doors, gazing into the sunny 
air and lowing feelingly. One little fellow, after snuffing 
up air from the cow-stable in a peculiarly thorough way, 
turned up his lip in a foolish grin; it was a bull-calf. 
He laid his chin upon the half-door, and tried to jump 
over, but Pelle drove him down again. Then he kicked 
up his hind legs, looked at Pelle out of the comer of his 
eye, and stood with arched back, lifting his fore and hind¬ 
quarters alternately with the action of a rocking-horse. 
He was light-headed with the sun. 

Down on the pond, ducks and geese stood upon their 
heads in the water, flourishing their red legs in the air. 
And all at once the whole flock would have an attack of 
giddy delight in the sunshine, and splash screaming from 
bank to bank, the last part of the way sliding along the 
top of the water with a comical wagging of the tail. 

Pelle had promised himself much from this couple of 
hours that were to be entirely his own, as his father had 
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given him a holiday until the time came for the midday 
work. But now he stood in bewilderment, overwhelmed 
by the wealth of possibilities. Would it be tire best fun 
to sail upon the pond on two tail-boaids laid one across 
the other ? There was a manure-cart lying,there now to 
be washed. Or should he go in and have a game with 
the tiny calves ? Or sjioot with the old beyows in the 
smithy ? If he filled the nozzle with W'et darth, and blew 
hard, quite a nice shot could come out of it. 

Pelle started and tried to make himself invisible. The 
farmer himself had come round the corner, and was now 
standing shading his eyes with his hand and looking down 
over the sloping land and the sea. When he caught sight 
of Pelle, he nodded without changing his expression, and 
said : “ Good day, my boy ! How are you getting on ? ” 
He gazed on, and probably hardly knew that he had said 
it and patted the boy on the shoulder with the end of his 
stick; the farmer often went about Jialf asleep. 

But Pelle felt it as a caress of a divine nature, and 
immediately ran across to tlie stable to^ tell liis father 
what had happened to him. He had an elevating sensation 
iii his shoulder as if he had been knighted; and he-still 
felt the stick there. An intoxicating warmth flowed from 
the place through his little body, sent the adventure 
mounting to his head and made him swell with pride. 
His imagination rose and soared into the air with some 
vague, dizzy idea about the farmer adopting him as his son. 

He soon came down again, for in the stable he ran 
straight into the arms of the Sunday scrubbing. The 
Sunday wash was the only great objection he had to make 
to life; everything else came and was forgotten again, 
but it w'as always coming again. He detested it, especially 
that part of it which had to do with the interior of his 
ears. But there was no kind mother to help ; Lasse stood 



41 


PELLE THE CONQUEROR 

ready with a bucket of cold water, and some soft soap on 
a piece of broken pot, and the boy had to divest himself 
of his clothes. And as if the scrubbing were not enough, 
he afterwards had* to put on a clean shirt—though, for¬ 
tunately, only every other Sunday. The whole thing 
was nice enough to look back upon afterwards—^like some¬ 
thing gone through with, and not to happen again for a 
little while. 

Pelle stood at the stable door into the yard with a 
consequential air, with bristling hair and clean shirt¬ 
sleeves, his hands buried in his trouser pockets. Over his 
forehead his hair waved in what is called a “ cow’s-lick,” 
said to betoken good fortune ; and his face, all screwed 
up as it turned towards the bright light, looked the oddest 
piece of topsy-turvydom, with not a single feature in its 
proper place. Pelle bent the calves of his legs out back¬ 
wards. and stood gently rocking himself to and fro as he 
saw Gustav doing, up oq the front-door steps, where he stood 
holding the reins, waiting for his master and mistress. 

The mistress, now, appeared, with the farmer, and a 
maid ran down in front to the carriage with a little step- 
ladder, and helped her in. The farmer stood at the top oi" 
the steps until she was seated : she had difficulty in walking. 
But what a pair of eyes she had! Pelle hastily looked 
away when she turned her face down towards the yard. 
It was whispered among the men that she could bring 
misfortune upon any one by looking at him if she liked. 
Now Gustav unchained the dog, which bounded about, 
barking, in front of the horses as they drove out of the 
courtyard. 

Anyhow the sun did not shine.like this on a week-day. 
It was quite dazzling when the white pigeons flew in one 
flock over the yard, turning as regularly as if they were a 
large white sheet flapping in the sunshine; the reflection 
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from their wings flashed over the dung-heap and made the 
pigs lift their heads with an inquiring grunt. Above, 
in their rooms the men sat playing “ Sixty-six,” or tipping 
wooden shoes, and Gustav began to play Old Noah ” on 
his concertina. 

Pelle picked his way across the upper part of the yard 
to the big dog-kennel, A^'hich could be turne^. on a pivot 
according to the direction of the wind. H6 seated himself 
upon the angle of the roof, and made a merry-go-round of 
it by pushing off with his foot every time he passed the 
fence. Suddenly it occurred to him that he himself w'as 
everybody’s dog, and had better hide himself; so he 
dropped down, crept into the kennel, and curled himself 
up on the straw with his head between his fore-paws. 
There he lay for a little while, staring at the fence and 
panting with his tongue hanging out of his mouth. Then 
an idea came into his head so suddenly as to make him 
forget all caution; and the next pioment he was sliding 
full tilt down the railing of the front-door steps. 

He had done this seventeen times and was deeply 
engrossed in the thought of reaching fifty, when he heard 
a sharp wliistle from the big coach-house door. -The 
farm-pupil stood there beckoning him. Pelle, crestfallen, 
obeyed the call, bitterly regretting his thoughtlessness. 
He was most likely wanted now to grease boots again, 
perhaps for them all! 

The pupil drew him inside the door, winch he shut. 
It was dark, and the boy, coming in out of the bright 
daylight, could distinguish nothing; what he made out 
little by little assumed shapeless outlines to Iris frightened 
imagination. Voices laughed and growled confusedly in 
his ears, and hands that seemed to him enormous pulled 
him about. Terror seized him, and with it came crazy, 
disconnected recollections of stories of robbery and murder. 
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and he began to scream with fright. A big hand covered 
the whole cf his face, and in the silence that followed 
his stifled scream, he heard a voice out in the yard, calling 
to the maids to come and see something funny. 

He was t(>o paralysed with terror to know what was 
being done with him, and only wondered faintly what 
there was fanny out there in -the sunshine. Would he 
ever see the sun again, he wondered ? 

As if in answer to his thought, the door was at that 
moment thrown open. The light poured in and he recog¬ 
nised the faces about him, and found himself standing 
half naked in the full daylight, his trousers down about 
his heels and his shirt tucked up under his waistcoat. 
The pupil stood at one side with a carriage-whip, with 
which he flicked at the boy’s naked body, crying in a tone 
of command: “ Run ! ” Pelle, wild with terror and 
confusion, dashed into the yard, but there stood the maids, 
and at sight of him they screamed with laughter, and he 
turned to fly back into the coach-house. But he was met 
by the whip, and forced to return into the daylight, leaping 
like a kangaroo and calling forth renewed shouts of laughter. 
Then he stood still, crying helplessly, under a shower of 
coarse remarks, especially from the maids. He no longer 
noticed the whip, but only crouched down, trying to hide 
himself, until at last he sank in a heap upon the stone 
paving, sobbing convulsively. 

Kama, large of limb, came rushing up from the base* 
ment and forced her way through the crowd, crimson with 
rage and scolding as she went. On her freckled neck and 
arms were brown marks left by the cows' tails at the last 
milking, looking like a sort of clumsy tattooing. She 
flung her slipper in the pupil’s face, and going up to Pelle, 
wrapped him in her coarse apron and carried him down 
to the basement. 
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When Lasse heard what had happened to the boy, he 
took a hammer and went round to kill the farm pupil; 
and the look in the old man’s eyes was such that no one 
desired to get in his way. The pupfl had thought his 
\^isest course was to disappear ; and when Iiasse found no 
vent for his wrath, he fell into a fit of trembling and weeping, 
and became so really iH that the men had t«/ administer 
a good mouthful of spirits to revive him. This took instant 
effect, and Lasse was himself again and able to nod con¬ 
solingly to the frightened, sobbing Pelle. 

“ Never mind, laddie ! ” lie said comfortingly. “ Never 
mind! No one has ever yet got off without being pun¬ 
ished, and Lasse’ll break that long limb of Satan’s head 
and make his brains spurt out of his nose; you take my 
word for it” 

Pelle’s face brightened at the prospect of this forcible 
redress, and he crept up into the loft to throw down the 
hay for the cattle’s midday meal. rLasse, who was not so 
fond of climbing, went down the long passage between the 
stalls distributing the hay. He wasxogitating over some¬ 
thing, and Pelle could hear him talking to himself all the 
time. When they had finished, Lasse went to the green 
chest and brought out a black silk handkerchief that had 
been Bengta’s Sunday best. His expression was solemn 
as he called Pelle. 

“ Run over to Kama with this and ask her to accept 
it. We’re not so poor that we should let kindness itself 
go from us empty-handed. But you mustn’t let any one 
see it, in case they didn’t like it. Mother Bengta in her 
grave won’t be offended; she’d have proposed it herself, 
if she could have spoken; but her mouth’s full of earth, 
poor thing ! ” Lasse sighed deeply. 

Even then he stood for a little while with the handker¬ 
chief in his hand before giving it to Pelle to run with. He 
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was by no means as sure of Bengta as his words made 
out; but the old man liked to beautify her memory, both 
in his own and in the boy’s mind. It could not be denied 
that she had generally been a little difficult in a case of 
this kind, hamg been particularly jealous ; and she miglit 
take it into her head to haunt them because of that hand¬ 
kerchief. S^ill she had had a heart for both him and the 
boy, and it was*generally in the right place—they must say 
that of her! And for the rest, the Lord must judge her 
as kindly as He could. 

During the afternoon it was quiet on the farm. Most 
of the men were out somewhere, either at the inn or with 
the quarrymen at the stone-quarry. The master and 
mistress were out too ; the farmer had ordered the carriage 
directly after dinner and had driven to the town, and half 
an hour later his wife set off in the pony-carriage—to keep 
an eye on him, people said. 

Old Lasse was sitting in an empty cow-stall, mending 
Pelle’s clothes, while.the boy played up and down the 
foddering passage. He had found in the herdsman's 
room an old boot-jack, which he placed under his knee, 
pretending it was a wooden leg, and all the time he was 
chattering happily, but not quite so loudly as usual, to 
his father. The morning’s experience was still fresh in 
his mind, and had a subduing effect; it was as if he had 
performed some great deed, and was now nervous about 
it. There was another circumstance too, that helped to 
make him serious. The bailiff had been over to say that 
the animals were to go out the next day. Pelle was to 
mind the young cattle, so this would be his last free day, 
perhaps for the whole summer. 

He paused outside the stall where his father sat. 
“ What are you going to kill him with, father ? ” 
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“ With the hammer, I suppose.” 

” Will you kill him quite dead, as dead as a dog ?” 
Lasse’s nod boded ill to the pupil. ‘‘ Yes, indeed I. 
shaU! ” 

' “ But who’ll read the names for us then ?«” 

The old man shook his head pensively. “ That’s true 
enough! ” he exclaimed, scratching himself ‘first in one 
place and then in another. The name of each cow was 
written in chalk above its stall, but neither Lasse nor 
Pelle could read. The bailiff had, indeed, gone through 
the names with them once, but it was impossible to re¬ 
member half a hundred names after hearing them once— 
even for the boy, who had such an uncommon good 
memory. If Lasse now killed the pupil, then who would 
help them to make out the names ? The bailiff would 
never stand their going to him and asking him a second 
time. 

‘‘ I suppose we shall have to .content ourselves with 
thrashing him,” said Lasse, meditatively. 

The boy went on playing for a little wlyle, and then once 
more came up to Lasse. 

‘‘ Don’t you think the Swedes can thrash all the people 
in the world, father ? ” 

The old man looked thoughtful. “ Ye-es—yes, I 
should think so.” 

" Yes, because Sweden’s much bigger than the whole 
world, isn’t it ? ” 

" Yes, it’s big,” said Lasse, trying to imagine its extent. 
There were twenty-four provinces, of which Malmohus 
was only one, and Ystad district a small part of that again ; 
and then in one corner of Ystad district lay Tommelilla, 
and his holding that he had once thought so big with its 
five acres of land, was a tiny little piece of Tommelilla! 
Ah yes, Sweden was big—^not bigger than the whole 
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world, of course, for that was only childish nonsense 
—but still bigger than all the rest of the world put 
together, “ Yes, it’s big! But what are you doing, 
laddie ? ” 

“ Why, cafl’t you see I’m a soldier that’s had one leg 
shot off ? ” 

“ Oh, you’re an old crippled peasioner, are you ? But 
you shouldn’t do that, for God doesn’t like things like that. 
You might become a real cripple, and that would be 
dreadful.” 

“ Oh, He doesn’t see, because He’s in the churches to¬ 
day ! ” answered the boy ; but for safety’s sake he thought 
it better to leave off. He stationed himself at the stable- 
door, wliistling, but suddenly came running in with great 
eagerness: “ Father, there’s the Agricultural! Shall I 
run and fetch the whip ? ” 

” No, I expect we’d better leave him alone. It might 
be the death of him; • fine gentlemen scamps like that 
can’t stand a licking. The fright alone might kill him.” 
Lasse glanced doubtfully at the boy. 

Pelle looked ve^ much disappointed. “ But suppose 
he does it again ? ” 

‘‘ Oh no, we won’t let him off without a good fright, 
I shall pick him up and hold him out at arm’s length 
dangling in the air until he begs for mercy; and then I 
shall put him down again just as quietly. For Lasse 
doesn’t like being angry. Lasse’s a decent fellow.” 

“ Then you must pretend to let him go while you’re 
holding him high up in the air ; and then he’il scream and 
think he’s going to die, and the others’ll come and laugh 
at him.” 

” No, no ; you mustn’t tempt your father ! It might 
come into my mind to throw him down, and that would 
be murder and penal servitude for life, that would! No, 
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I’M jtist give him a good scolding; that's what a classy 
scoundrel like that’ll feel most.” 

“ Yes, and then you must call him a spindle-shanked 
clod-hopper. That’s what the bailiff calls him when he’s 
angry with him.” 

“ No, I don’t think that would do either ; but I’ll speak 
so seriously to him that he won’t be likely th forget it in, 
a hurry.” 

Pelle was quite satisfied. There was no one like his 
father, and of course he would be as good at blowing 
people up as at everything else. He had never heard him 
do it, and he was looking forward to it immensely while 
he hobbled along with the boot-jack. He was not using 
it as a wooden leg now, for fear of tempting Providence ; 
but he held it under his arm like a crutch, supporting it 
on the edge of the foundation wall, because it was too 
short. How splendid it would be to go on two crutches 
like the parson’s son at home ! He could jump over the 
very longest puddles. 

There was a sudden movement of light and shadow 
up under the roof, and when Pelle turned round, he saw a 
strange boy standing in the doorway out to the -field. 
He was of the same height as Pelle, but his head was 
almost as large as that of a grown man. At first sight it 
appeared to be bald all over; but when the boy moved 
in the sun, his bare head shone as if covered with silver 
scales. It was covered with fine, whitish hair, which was 
thinly and fairly evenly distributed over the face and 
everywhere else ; and his skin was pink, as were the whites 
of Iris eyes. His face was all drawn into wrinkles in the 
strong light, and the back of his head projected unduly and 
looked as if it were much too heavy. 

Pelle put his hands in his trouser-pockets and went up 
to him. “ What’s your name ? ” he said, and tried to 
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expectorate between his front teeth as Gustav was in the. 
habit of doing. The attempt was a failure, unfortunately, 
and the saliva only ran down his chin. The strange boy 
grinned. 

“ Rud,” lie said, indistinctly, as if his tongue were 
thick and unmanageable. He was staring enviously at 
Pelle’s trouser pockets. “ Is that your father ? ” he asked, 
pointing at Lasse. 

“ Of course ! ” said Pelle, consequentially. “ And he 
can thrash everybody.” 

“ But my father can buy everybody, because he lives 
up there.” And Rud pointed towards the big house. 

“ Oh, does he really ? ” said Pelle, incredulously. 
‘‘ Why don’t you live there with him, then ? ” 

‘‘ Why, I’m a bastard-child ; mother says so herself.” 

“ The deuce she does! ” said Pelle, stealing a glance 
at his father on account of the little oath. 

" Yes, when she’s cross. And then she beats me, but 
then I run away from her.” 

“ Oh, you do, do ^ou ! ” said a voice outside. The 
boys started and retreated farther into the stable, as a 
big, fat woman appeared in the doorway, and looked 
angrily round in the dim light. When she caught sight of 
Rud, she continued her scolding. Her accent was Swedish. 

‘‘ So you run away, do you, you cabbage-head 1 If 
you’d only run so far that you couldn’t find your way back 
again, a body wouldn’t need to wear herself out thrashing 
a misbegotten imp like you! You’ll go to the devil 
anyhow, so don’t worry yourself about that! So that’s 
the boy’s father, is it ? ” she said, suddenly breaking off 
as she caught sight of Lasse. 

“ Yes, it is,” said Lasse, quietly. “ And surely you 
must be schoolmaster Johan Pihl’s Johanna from Tomme- 
lilla, who left the country nearly twenty years ago ? ” 

E 
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"And surely you must be the smith’s tom-cat fropi 
Sulitjelina, who had twins out of an old wooden shoe the 
year before last ? ’’ retorted the big woman, imitating his 
tone of voice. 

“ Very well; it doesn’t matter to me who you are! ’’ 
said the old man in an offended tone. “ I’m not a police 

spy-” 

“ One would think you were from the way you 
question. Do you know when the cattle are to go 
out ? ’’ 

“ To-morrow, if all’s well. Is it your little boy who’s 
going to show Pelle how things go ? Tlie bailiff spoke of 
some one who’d go out with him and show him the grazing- 
ground.” 

" Yes, it’s that Tom Noddy there. Here, come out 
so that we can see you properly, you calf! Oh, the boy’s 
gone. Very well. Does your boy often get a thrashing ? ” 

" Oh yes, sometimes,” answered Lasse, who was 
ashamed to confess that he never chastised the boy. 

" I don’t spare mine cither. Lt’ll t^ke sometliing to 
make a man of such rubbish; punishment’s half what he 
lives on. Then I’ll send him up here first thing to-morrow 
morning; but take care he doesn’t show himself in the 
yard, or there’ll be no end of a row ! ” 

“ The mistress can’t bear to see him, I suppose ? ” 
said Lasse, 

“ You’re just about right. She’s had nothing to do 
with the making of that scarecrow. Though you wouldn’t 
think there was much there to be jealous about! But I 
might have been a farmer’s wife at tliis moment and had 
a nice husband too, if that high and mighty peacock up 
there hadn’t seduced me. Would you believe that, you 
cracked old piece of shoe-leather ? ” she asked with a laugh, 
slapping his knee with her hand. 
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“ I can believe it very well,” said Lasse. “ For you 
were as pretty a girl as might be when you left home.” 

“ Oh, you and your ‘ home,’ ” she said, mimicking him. 

“Well, I can see that you don’t want to leave any 
footmarks beRind you, and I can quite well pretend to be 
a stranger, even if I have held you upon my knee more than 
once when you were a little thing. •But do you know that 
your mother’s lying on her deathbed ? ” 

“ Oh no ! Oh no 1 ” she exclaimed, turning to him a 
face that was becoming more and more distorted. 

“ I went to say good-bye to her before I left home rather 
more than a month ago, and she was very ill. ‘ Good-bye, 
Lasse,’ she said, ‘ and thank you for your neighbourliness 
all these years. And if you meet Johanna over there,’ she 
said, ' give her my love. Things have gone terribly badly 
with her, from what I’ve heard; but give her my love all 
the same. Johanna child, little child! She was nearest 
her mother’s heart, and so she happened to tread upon it. 
Perhaps it was our fault. You’ll give her her mother’s 
love, won’t you, Lasse ? ’ Those were her very words, 
and now she’s most likely dead, so poorly as she was 
then.” 

Johanna Pihl had no command over her feelings. It 
was evident that she was not accustomed to weep, for her 
sobs seemed to tear her to pieces. No tears came, but her 
agony was like the throes of cliild-birth. " Little mother ! 
Poor little mother ! ” she said every now and again, as she 
sat rocking herself upon the edge of the manger, 

‘‘ There, there, there! ” said Lasse, patting her on the 
head. “ I told them they had been too hard with you. 
But what did you want to creep through that 'window for— 
a clxild of sixteen and in the middle of the night ? You 
can hardly wonder that they forgot themselves a little, 
all the more that he was earning no wages beyond his 
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keep and clothes, and was a bad fellow at that, who was 
always losing his place.” 

“ I was fond of him,” said Johanna, weeping. “ He’s 
the only one I’ve ever cared for. And I was so stupid 
that I thought he was fond of me too, though he’d never 
seen me.” 

“ Ah, yes ; you were only a child ! I said so to your 
parents. But that you could think of doing anything so 
indecent! ” 

“ I didn’t mean to do anything wrong. I only thought 
that we two ought to be together as we loved one another. 
No, I didn’t even think that then. I only crept in to him, 
without thinking about it at all. Would you believe that 
I was so innocent in those days ? And notliing bad 
happened either.” 

“ And nothing happened even ? ” said Lasse. " But 
it’s terribly sad to think how things have turned out. It 
was the death of your father.” = 

The big woman began to cry helplessly, and Lasse was 
almost in tears himself. . , 

“ Perhaps I ought never to have told you,” he said in 
despair. “ But I thought you must have heard about it. 
I suppose he thought that he, as schoolmaster, bore the 
responsibility for so many, and that you’d thrown yourself 
at any one in that way, and a poor farm-servant into the 
bargain, cut liim to the quick. It’s true enough that he 
mixed with us poor folks as if we’d been his equals, but 
the honour was there all the same ; and he took it hardly 
when the fine folk wouldn’t look at him any more. And 
after all it was nothing at all—nothing happened ? But 
why didn’t you tell them so ? ” 

Johanna had stopped crying, and now sat with tear- 
stained, quivering face, and eyes turned away, 

” I did tell them, but they wouldn't listen. I was 
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found there of course. I screamed for help when I found 
out he didn’t even know me, but was only flattered at my 
coming, and wanted to take hold of me. And then the 
others came running in and found me there. They laughed 
and said that^I’d screamed because I’d lost my innocence'; 
and I could see that my parents thought the same. Even 
they wouldn’t hear of nothing having happened, so what 
could the other rabble think ? And then they paid him 
to come over here, and sent me away to relations,” 

“Yes, and then you added to their sorrow by running 
away! ” 

“ I went after him, I thought he’d get to be fond of 
me, if only I was near him. He’d taken service here at 
Stone Farm, and I took a place here as housemaid ; but 
there was only one thing he wanted me for, and that I 
wouldn’t have if he wasn’t fond of me. So he went about 
boasting that I’d run away from home for his sake, and the 
other tiling that was a He ; so they all thought they could 
do what they liked with me. Kongstrup was just married 
then, but he was no better than the others. I’d got the 
place quite by chance, because the other housemaid had 
had to go away somewhere to lie in; so I was awfully 
careful. He got her married afterwards to a quarryman 
at the quarries.” 

“ So that’s the sort of man he is! ” exclaimed Lasse. 
“ I had my doubts about him. But what became of the 
other fellow ? ” 

“ He went to work in the quarry when we’d been at the 
farm a couple of years and he’d done me all the harm he 
could. While he was there, he drank and quarrelled most 
of the time. I often went to see him, for I couldn’t get 
him out of my head ; but he was always drunk. At last 
he couldn’t stay there any longer, and disappeared, and 
then we heard that he was in Nordland, playing Hell 
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among the rocks at Blaaholt. He helped himself to what¬ 
ever he wanted at the nearest place he could find it, and 
knocked people down for nothing at all. And one day 
they said that he’d been declared an outlaw, so that any 
one that liked could kill him. I had great'^’confidence in 
the master, who, after all, was the only person, that wished 
me well; and he comforted me by saying that it would be 
all right: Knut would know how to take care of himself.” 

‘‘ Knut ? Was it Knut Engstrom ? ” asked Lasse. 
" Well, then, I’ve heard about him. He was breaking 
out as wild as the devil the last time I was in this country, 
and assaulted people on the high-road in broad daylight. 
He killed one man with a hammer, and when they caught 
him, he’d made a long gash on his neck from the back right 
up to his eye. The other man had done that, he said; 
he’d only defended himself. So they couldn’t do anything 
to him. So that was the man, was it! But who was it 
he was living with, then ? They said he lived in a shed 
on the heath that summer, and had a woman with him.” 

“ I ran away from service, and pretended to the others 
that I was going home. I’d heard what a wretched state 
he was in. They said he was gashed all over his head. 
So I went up and took care of him.” 

“ Then you gave in at last,” said Lasse, with a roguish 
wink. 

“ He beat me every day,” she answered hoarsely. 
“ And when he couldn’t get his way, he drove me away at 
last. I’d set my mind on Ms being fond of me first.” Her 
voice had grown coarse and hard again. 

“ Then you deserved a good wMpping for taking a 
fancy to such a ruffian ! And you may be glad your mother 
didn’t get to know anything about that, for she’d never 
have survived it.” 

At the word “ mother ” Johanna started. ” Every 
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one must look after themselves,” she said in a hard voice. 
“I’ve had more to look to than mother, and see how fat 
I’ve growm.” 

Lasse shook his head. “I shouldn;t care to fight 
with you nov-^. But what happened to you afterwards ? *” 

“ I came back to Stone Farm again at Martinmas, 
but the mistress wouldn’t take me, on again, for she pre¬ 
ferred my room to my company. But Kongstrup got 
his way by making me dairymaid. He was as kind to me 
as ever, for all that I’d stood out against him for nine 
years. But at last the magistrate got tired of having 
Knut going about loose ; he made too much disturbance. 
So they had a hunt for him up on the heath. They didn’t 
catch him, but he must have come back to the quarry to 
hide himself, for one day when they were blasting there, 
his body came out among the bits of rock, all smashed up. 
They drove the pieces down here to the farm, and it made 
me so ill to see him come to me like that, that I had to go 
to bed. There I lay shivering day and night, for it seemed 
as if he’d come to me in his sorest need. Kongstrup sat 
with me and comforted me when the others were at work, 
and he took advantage of my misery to get his way. 

“ There was a younger brother of the farmer on the 
hill who liked me. He’d been in America in his early days, 
and had plenty of money. He didn’t care a rap what 
people said, and every single year he proposed to me, 
always on New Year’s Day. He came that year too, and 
now that Knut was dead, I couldn’t have done better 
than have taken him and been mistress of a farm; but I 
had to refuse him after all, and I can tell you it was hard 
when I made the discovery. Kongstrup wanted to send 
me away when I told him about it; but that I would not 
have. I meant to stay and have my child born here on 
the farm to which it belonged. He didn’t care a bit about 
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me any longer, the mistress looked at me with her evil 
eyes every day, and there was no one that was kind to me, 
I wasn’t so hard then as I am now, and it was all I could 
do to keep from crying always. I became hard then. 
When anything was the matter, I clenched''my teeth so 
that no one should deride me. I was working in the field 
the very day it happened, too. The boy was born in the 
middle of a beet-field, and I carried him back to the farm 
myself in my apron. He was deformed even then : the 
mistress’s evil eyes had done it. I said to myself that she 
should always have the changeling in her sight, and refused 
to go away. The farmer couldn’t quite bring himself to 
turn me out by force, and so he put me into the house down 
by the shore.” 

“ Then perhaps you work on the farm here in the busy 
seasons ? ” asked Lasse. 

She sniffed contemptuously. ” Work! So you think 
I need do that ? Kongstrup has tof)ay me for bringing up 
his son, and then there are friends that come to me, now 
one and now another, and bring a little with them—when 
they haven’t spent it all in drink. You may come down 
and see me this evening. I’ll be good to you too.” 

“ No, thank you ! ” said Lasse, gravely, ‘‘ I am a 
human being too, but I won’t go to one who’s sat on my 
knee as if she’d been my owm child.” 

“ Have you any gin, then ? ” she asked, giving him a 
sharp nudge. 

Lasse thought there was some, and went to see. “ No, 
not a drop,” he said, returning with the bottle. “ But 
I’ve got something for you here that your mother asked 
me to give you as a keepsake. It was lucky I happened 
to remember it,” And he handed her a packet, and 
looked on happily while she opened it, feeling pleased on 
her account. It was a hymn-book. “ Isn’t it a beauty ? ” 
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he said. “With a gold cross and clasp—and then, it’s 
your mother’s.” 

“ What’s the good of that to me ? ” asked Johanna. 
“ I don’t sing hymns.” 

“ Don’t yflu ? ” said Lasse, hurt. “ But your mother 
has never Igiown but that you’ve kept the faith you had 
as a child, so you must forgive her tjiis once.” 

“ Is that all you’ve got for me ? ” she asked, pushing 
the book off her lap. 

“ Yes, it is,” said Lasse, his voice trembling; and he 
picked up the book. 

“ Who’s going to have the rest, then ? ” 

“ Well, the house was leased, and there weren’t many 
things left, for it’s a long time since your father died, 
remember. Where you should have been, strangers have 
filled the daughter’s place ; and I suppose those who’ve 
looked after her will get what there is. But perhaps 
you’d still be in time, if you took the first steamer.” 

“ No, thank you ! Go home and be stared at and play 
the penitent—^nq, thapk you! I’d rather the strangers got 
what’s left. And mother—^well, if she’s lived without my 
help, I suppose she can die without it too. Well, I must 
be getting home. I wonder what’s become of the future 
master of Stone Farm ? ” She laughed loudly. 

Lasse would have taken his oath that she had been 
quite sober, and yet she walked unsteadily as she went 
behind the calves’ stables to look for her son. It was on 
his lips to ask whether she would not take the hymn- 
book with her, but he refrained. She was not in the 
mood for it now, and she might mock God ; so he carefully 
wrapped up the book and put it away in the green chest. 

* * * m * 

At the far end of the cow-stable a space was divided 
off with boards. It had no door, and the boards were an 
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inch apart, so that it resembled a crate. This was the herds¬ 
man’s room. Most of the space was occupied by a wide 
legless bedstead made of rough boards knocked together, 
with nothing but the stone floor to rest* on. Upon a deep 
layer of rye straw the bed-clothes lay in‘ a disordered 
heap, and the thick striped blankets were sti^. with dried 
cow-dung, to which feajhers and bits of straw had adhered. 

Pelle lay curled up in the middle of the bed with the 
down quilt up to his chin, while Lasse sat on the edge, 
turning over the things in the green chest and talking to 
himself. He was going through his Sunday devotions, 
taking out slowly, one after another, all the little things 
he had brought from the broken-up home. They were 
all purely useful things—balls of cotton, scraps of stuff, 
and such-like, that were to be used to keep his own and the 
boy’s clothes in order; but to him each thing was a relic 
to be handled with care, and his heart bled every time 
one of them came to an end. Wkh each article he laid 
down, he slowly repeated what Bengta had said it was 
for when she lay dying and was try,ing 1,o arrange every¬ 
thing for him and the boy : ” Wool for the boy’s grey socks. 
Pieces to lengthen the sleeves of his Sunday jacket. Mind 
you don’t wear your stockings too long before you mend 
them.” They were the last wishes of the dying woman, 
and they were followed in the smallest detail. Lasse 
remembered them word for word, in spite of his bad 
memory. 

Then there were little things that had belonged to 
Bengta herself, cheap finery that all had its happy memory 
of fairs and holidays, which he recalled in his muttered 
reverie. 

Pelle liked this subdued murmur that he did not need 
to listen to or answer, and that was so pleasant to doze off 
in. He lay looking out sleepily at the bright sky, tired. 
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and with a vague feeling of something unpleasant that was 
past. 

Suddenly he started. He had heard the door of the 
cow-stable open, and steps upon the long foddering-passage. 
It was the pifpil. He recognised the hated step at once. • 

He thrived with delight. Now that fellow would be 
made to understand that he mustn’t do anything to boys 
with fathers who could hold a man out at arm’s length 
and scold ! oh, much worse than the bailiff 1 He sat up 
and looked eagerly at his father. 

" Lasse ! ” came a voice from the end of the tables. . 

The old man growled sullenly, stirred uneasily, l?ut 
did not rise, 

“ Las-se ! ” came again, after a little, impatiently and 
in a tone of command. 

“ Yes,” said Lasse slowly, rising and going out. 

“ Can’t you answer when you’re called, you old Sw'edish 
rascal ? Are you deai? ” 

“ Oh, I can answer well enough,” said Lasse, in a 
trembling voice. “J3ut Mr. Pupil oughtn’t to—I’m a 
father, let me tell you—and a father’s heart-” 

“You may be a monthly nurse for all I care, but you’ve 
got to answer when you’re called, or else I’ll get the bailiff 
to give you a talking-to. Do you understand ? ” 

“ Yes, oh yes!—Mr. Pupil must excuse me, but I 
didn’t hear.” 

“Well, will you please remember that Aspasia’s not 
to go out to pasture to-morrow.” 

“ Is she going to calve ? ” 

“Yes, of course! Did you think she was going to 
foal ? ” 

Lasse laughed, as in duty bound, and followed the 
pupil back through the stable. Now it would come, 
thought Pelle, and sat listening intently; but he only 
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heard his father make another excuse, close the half-door, 
and come back with slow, tottering steps. Then he burst 
into tears, and crept far in under the quilt. 

Lasse went about for some time, grumbling to himself, 
aild at last came and gently drew the quilt d6wn from the 
boy’s head. But Pelle buried his face in the qlothes, and 
when his father turned it up towards him, he met a despair¬ 
ing, uncomprehending gaze that made his own wander 
restlessly round the room. 

“ Yes,” he said, with an attempt at being cross. “ It’s 
all very well for you to cry! But when you don’t know 
where Aspasia stands, you’ve got to be civil, I’m thinking.” 

• I know Aspasia quite well,” sobbed the boy. “ She’s 
the third from the door here.” 

Lasse was going to give a cross answer, but broke down, 
touched and disarmed by the boy’s grief. He surrendered 
unconditionally, stooped down until his forehead touched 
the boy’s, and said helplessly, “ Yes,* Lasse’s a poor tiling— 
old and poor ! Any one can make a fool of him. He can’t 
be angry any more, and there’s no strength in his fist, so 
what’s the good of clenching it 1 He has to put up with 
everything, and let himself be hustled about—^and say 
thank you into the bargain—that’s how it is with old Lasse. 
But you must remember that it’s for your sake he lets 
himself be put upon. If it wasn’t for you, he’d shoulder 
his pack and go—old though he is. But you can grow on 
where your father rusts. And now you must leave off 
crying ! ” And he dried the boy’s wet eyes with the quilt. 

Pelle did not understand his father’s words, but they 
quieted him nevertheless, and he soon fell asleep ; but for 
a long time he sobbed as he lay. 

• Lasse sat still upon the edge of the bed and watched 
the boy as he slept, and when he had become quieter, 
crept away through the stable and out. It had been a 
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poor Sunday, and now he would go and see if any of the 
men were at home and had visitors, for then there would 
be spirits going round. Lasse could not find it in his 
heart to take any of his wages to buy a dram with; that 
money would have quite enough to do to buy bare 
necessari^ 

On one of the beds lay a man asleep, fully dressed, and 
with his boots on. He was dead drunk. All the others 
were out, so Lasse had to give up all thoughts of a dram, 
and went across to the basement to see if there was any 
gaiety going among the maids. He was not at all averse 
to enjoyment of one sort or another, now that he was 
free and his own master as he had been in the days of his 
youth. 

Up by the dairy stood the three farm-labourers’ wives 
who used to do the milking for the girls on Sunday evening. 
They were thick-set, small, and bent with toil. They 
were all talking togetlier and spoke of illnesses and other 
sad things in plaintive tones. Lasse at once felt a desire 
to join them, foj the^ subject found an echo in his being 
like the tones of a well-known song, and he could join 
in the refrain with the experience of a lifetime. But he 
resisted the temptation, and went past them down the 
basement steps. “ Ah yes, death will come to us all! ” 
said one of the women, and Lasse said the words after 
her to himself as he went down. 

Down there Kama was sitting mending Gustav’s 
moleskin trousers, while Gustav lay upon the bench asleep 
with his cap over his face. He had put his feet up on 
Kama’s lap, without so much as taking off his shoes ; and 
she had accommodated her lap,, so that they should not 
slide off. 

Lasse sat down beside her and tried to make himself 
agreeable. He wanted some one to be nice to him. But 
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Karna was unapproachable; those dirty feet had quite 
turned her head. And either Lasse had forgotten how 
to do it, or he was wanting in assurance, for every time 
he attempted a pleasant speech, she turned it off. 

“We might have such a comfortable ''me, we two 
elderly folk,” he said hopelessly. 

“ Yes, and I could contribute what was wanting,” said 
Gustav, peeping out from under his cap. Insolent puppy, 
lying there and boasting of his seventeen years! Lasse 
had a good mind to go for him then and there and chance 
yet one more trial of strength. But he contented liimself 
with sitting and looking at liim until his red, lashless eyes 
grew watery. Then he got up. 

“ Well, well, I see you want young people this evening ! ” 
he said bitterly to Karna. “ But you can’t get rid of your 
years all the same! Perhaps you’ll only get the spoon 
to lick after the others.” 

He went across to the cow-staUc and began to talk to 
the three farm-labourers’ wives, who were still speaking 
of illness and misery and death, as notliing else existed 
in the world. Lasse nodded and said: "Yes, yes, that’s 
true.” He could heartily endorse it all, and could' add 
much to what they said. It brought warmth to his old 
body, and made him feel quite comfortable—so easy in 
his joints. 

But when he lay on his back in bed, all the sad thoughts 
came back and he could not sleep. Generally he slept 
like a log as soon as he lay down, but to-day was Sunday, 
and he was tormented with the thought that life had 
passed him by. He had promised himself so much from 
the island, and it was notliing but worry and toil and trouble 
—^nothing else at all, 

“ Yes, Lasse’s old 1 ” he suddenly said aloud, and he 
kept on repeating the words with a little variation until 
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hf fell asleep: “ He’s old, poor man—and played out I 
Ah, so old! ” those words expressed it all. 

He was wakened again by singing and shouting up on 
the high-road. 

And now the boy you gave me 
With the black and curly hair, 

He is no longer little, 

No longer, no longer. 

But a fine, tall strapping youth.” 

It was some of the men and girls of the farm on their 
way home from some entertainment. When they turned 
into the farm road they became silent. It was just beginning' 
to grow light; it must have been about two o’clock. 



IV 

At four, Lasse and Pelle were dressed and were opening 
the cow-stable doors on the field side. The earth was 
rolling off its white covering of night mist, and the morning 
rose prophetically. Lasse stood still in the doorway, 
yawning, and making up his mind about the weather for 
the day; but Pelle let the soft tones of the wind and the 
song of the lark—all that was stirring—beat upon his little 
heart. With open mouth and doubtful eyes he gazed into 
the incomprehensible as represented by each new day with 
all its unimagined possibilities. “ To-day you must take 
your coat with you, for we shall have rain about midday,” 
Lasse would then say ; and Pelle peered into the sky to 
find out where his father got his knowledge from. For 
it generally came true. 

They then set about cleaning out the dung in the 
cow-stable, Pelle scraping the floor under the cows and 
sweeping it up. Lasse filling the wheelbarrow and wheeling 
it out. At b.aii-past .five tVvey ate theii morning meal of 
salt herring and porridge. 

After that Pelle set out with the young cattle, his dinner 
basket on his arm, and his whip wound several times 
round his neck. His father had made him a short, .tliick 
stick with rings on it, that he could rattle admonishingly 
and throw at the animals; but Pelle preferred the whip, 
because he was not yet strong enough to use it. 

He was little, and at first he had some difficulty in 

64 
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making an impression upon the great forces over which 
he was placed. He could not get his voice to sound 
sufficiently terrifyijig, and on the way out from the farm 
he had hard work, especially up near the farm, where the 
corn stood Bigh on both sides of the field-road. The 
animals werg hungry in the morning, and the big bullocks 
did not trouble to move when oncg they had their noses 
buried in the corn and he stood belabouring them with 
the short handle of the cattle-whip. The twelve-foot 
lash, which, in a practised hand, left little triangular marks 
in the animal’s hide, he could not manage at all; and if 
he kicked the bullock on the head with his wooden shoe, 
it only closed its eyes good-naturedly, and browsed on 
sedately with its back to him. Then he would break into 
a despairing roar, or into little fits of rage in which he 
attacked the animal blindly and tried to get at its eyes ; 
but it was all equally useless. He could always make the 
calves move by twisting their tails, but the bullocks’ tails 
were too strong. 

He did not g:y, ly3wever, for long at a time over the 
failure of his resources. One evening he got his father 
to put a spike into the toe of one of his wooden shoes, 
and after that his kick was respected. Partly by himself, 
and partly through Rud, he also learned where to find the 
places on the animals where it hurt most. The cow-calves 
and the two bull-calves all had their particular tender 
spot, and a well-directed blow upon a horn could make 
even the large bullocks bellow with pain. 

The driving out was hard work, but the herding itself 
was easy. When once the cattle were quietly grazing, he 
felt like a general, and made his voice sound out incessantly 
over the meadow, while his little body swelled with pride 
and a sense of power. 

Being away from his father was a trouble to him. 


F 
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He did not go home to dinner, and often in the middle 
of his play, despair would come over him and he would 
imagine that something had happened ,to his father, that 
the great bull had tossed him or something else ; and he 
would leave everything, and start running homewards 
crying, but would remember in time the bailiff’s whip, 
and trudge back again. He found a remedy for his longhog 
by stationing himself so that he could keep a look-out on 
the fields up there, and see lus father when he went out 
to move the dairy-cows. 

He taught himself to whittle boats and little rakes and 
hoes and decorate sticks with patterns cut upon the bark. 
He was clever with his knife and made diligent use of .it. 
He would also stand for hours on the top of a monolith 
—^he thought it was a gate-post—and try to crack his 
cattle-whip like a pistol-shot. He had to climb to a 
height to get the lash off the ground at all. 

When the animals lay down in the middle of the morning, 
he was often tired too, and then he would seat himself 
upon the head of one of the big bullocks, and hold on to 
the points of its horns; and wlule the animal lay chewing 
with a gentle vibration like a machine, he sat upon its head 
and shouted at the top of his voice songs about blighted 
affections and horrible massacres. 

Towards midday Rud came running up, as hxmgry as 
a hunter. His mother sent him out of the house when 
the hour for a meal drew near. Pelle shared the contents 
of his basket with him, but required him to bring the 
animals together a certain number of times for every 
portion of food. The two boys could not exist apart, for 
a whole day together. They tumbled about in the field 
like two puppies, fought and made it up again twenty 
times a day, swore the most fearful threats of vengeance 
that should come in the shape of this or that grown-up 
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person, and the next moment had their arms round one 
another’s necks. 

About half-a-n»le of sand-dunes separated the Stone 
Farm fields from the sea. Within this belt of sand the lai:\d 
was stony an^ afforded poor grazing; but on both sides 
of the brook a strip of green meadow-land ran down among 
the dunes, wliich were covered with dwarf firs and grass- 
wrack to bind the sand. The best grazing was on this 
meadow-land, but it was hard work minding both sides 
of it, as the brook ran between ; and it had been impressed 
upon the boy with severe threats, that no animal must set 
its foot upon the dune-land, as the smallest opening might 
cause a sand-drift. Pelle took the matter quite literally, 
and all that summer imagined something like an explosion 
that would make everything fly into the air the instant an 
animal trod upon it; and this possibility hung like a fate 
at the back of everything when he herded down there. 
When Rud came and they wanted to play, he drove the 
cattle up on to the poor pasture where there was plenty 
t)f room for them. 

When the sun shone the boys ran about naked. They 
dared not venture down to the sea for fear of the b ailiff ^ 
who, they were sure, always stood up in the attic of the 
big house, and watched Pelle through his telescope; but 
they bathed in the brook—in and out of the water con¬ 
tinually for hours together. After heavy rain it became 
swollen, and was then quite milky from the china clay that 
it washed away from the banks farther up. The boys 
thought it was milk from an enormous farm far up in 
the island. At high water the sea ran up and filled the 
brook with decaying seaweed that coloured the water 
crimson j and this was the blood of all the people drowned 
out in the sea. 

Between their bathes they lay under the dunes and let 
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tlie sun dry them. They made a minute examination of 
their bodies, and discussed the use and intention of the 
various parts. Upon this head Rud’s knowledge was 
superior, and he took the part of instructor. They often 
quarrelled as to which of them was the best equipped in 
one way or another—^in other words, had'thg largest. 
Pelle, for instance, envied Rud his disproportionately 
large head. 

Pelle was a well-built little fellow, and had put on flesh 
since he had come to Stone Farm. His glossy skin was 
stretched smoothly over his body, and was of a warm, 
sunburnt colour. Rud had a thin neck in proportion to 
his head, and his forehead was angular and covered with 
scars, the results of innumerable falls. He had not full 
command of all his limbs, and was always knocking and 
bruising himself; there were blue, livid patches all over 
him that were slow to disappear, for he had flesh that did 
not heal easily. But he was not‘so open in his envy as 
Pelle. He asserted himself by boasting of his defects until 
he made them out to be sheer achievements ; so that Pelle 
ended by envying him everything from the bottom of his 
heart. 

Rud had not Pelle’s quick perception of things, but he 
had more instinct, and on certain points possessed quite 
a talent in anticipating what Pelle only learned by experi¬ 
ence. He was already avaricious to a certain extent, and 
suspicious without connecting any definite thoughts with 
it. He ate the lion’s share of the food, and had a variety 
of ways of getting out of doing the work. 

Behind their play there lay, clothed in the most childish 
iorms, a struggle for the supremacy, and for the present 
Pelle was the one who came off second best. In an 
emergency, Rud always knew how to appeal to his good 
qualities and turn them to his own advantage. 
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And through all this they were the best friends in the 
world, and were quite inseparable. Pelle was always 
looking towards “.the Sow’s” cottage when he was alone, 
and Rud ran off from home as soon as he saw his 
opportunity.* 

It had rained hard in the course of the morning, in 
spite of Lasse, and Pelle was wet through. Now the blue- 
black cloud was drawing away over the sea, and the boats 
lay in the middle of it with all their red sails set, and yet 
motionless. The sunlight flashed and glittered on wet 
surfaces, making everything look bright; and Pelle hung 
his clothes on a dwarf fir to dry. 

He was cold, and crept close up to Peter, the biggest 
of the bullocks, as he lay chewing the cud. The animal 
was steaming, but Pelle could not bring warmth into his 
extremities, where the cold had taken hold. His teeth 
chattered too, and he was shivering. 

And even now there was one of the cows that would 
not let him have any, peace. Every time he had snuggled 
right in under the bullock and was beginning to get a little 
warmer, the cow strayed away over the northern boundary. 
There was notlung but sand there, but when it was a calf 
there had been a patch of mixed crops, and it still remem¬ 
bered that. 

It was one of two cows that had been turned out of 
the dairy-herd on account of their dryness. They were 
ill-tempered creatures, always discontented and doing some 
mischief or other; and Pelle detested them heartily. They 
were two regular termagants, upon which even thrashing 
made no impression. The one was a savage beast, that 
would suddenly begin stamping and bellowing like a mad 
bull in the middle of grazing, and, if Pelle w'ent towards 
it, wanted to toss him ; and when it saw its opportunity. 
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it would eat up the cloth in which Pelle’s dinner was 
wrapped. The other was old and had crumpled horns 
that pointed in towards its eyes, one of^wMch had a white 
pupil. 

• It was the noisy one that was now at its tUcks. Every 
other minute Pelle had to get up and shout: “.Hi, Blakka, 
you villainous beastly Just you come back!"'*He was 
hoarse with anger, and at last his patience gave way, and 
he caught up a big stick and began to chase the cow. As 
soon as it saw his intention, it set off at a run up towards 
the farm, and Pelle had to make a wide circle to turn it 
down to the herd again. Then it ran at full gallop in and 
out among the other animals, the herd became confused 
and ran hither and thither, and Pelle had to relinquish 
his pursuit for a time while he gathered them together. 
But then he began again at once. He was boiling with 
rage, and leaped about like an indiarubber ball, his naked 
body flashing in loops and curves upon the green grass. 
He was only a few yards from the cow, but the distance 
remained the same ; he could not caj;ch her up to-day. 

He stopped up by the rye-field, and the cow stood still 
almost at the same moment. It snapped at a few ears, 
and moved its head slowly to choose its direction. In a 
couple of leaps Pelle was up to it and had hold of its tail. 
He hit it over the nose with his cudgel, it turned quickly 
away from the rye, and set ofl at a flying pace down 
towards the others, while blows rained down upon its 
bony prominences. Every stroke echoed back from the 
dunes like blows upon the trunk of a tree, and made Pelle 
swell with pride. The cow tried to shake Pelle off as it 
ran, but he was not to be got rid of; it crossed the brook 
in long bounds, backwards and forwards, with Pelle almost 
floating through the air; but the blows continued to rain 
down upon it. Then it grew tired and began to slacken 
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its pace ; and at last it came to a standstill, coughed, and 
resigned itself to the thrashing. 

Pelle threw himself flat upon his face, and panted. 
Ha, ha! That had made him warm 1 Now that beast 

should- ‘He rolled suddenly over on to his side with a 

start. The bailifl! But it was a strange man with a 
beard, who stood over him, looking at him with serious 
eyes. The stranger went on gazing*at him for a long time 
without saying anything, and Pelle grew more and more 
uneasy under liis scrutiny ; he had the sun right in his eyes 
too, ii he tried to return the man’s gaze, and the cow still 
stood tliere coughing. 

“ What do you think the bailifl will say ? ” asked the 
man at last, quietly. 

“ I don’t think he’s seen it,” whispered Pelle, looking 
timidly round. 

“ But God has seen it, for He sees everything. And 
He has led me here to stop the evil in you while there’s 
still time. Wouldn’t you like to be God’s child ? ” The 
man sat down beside him and took his hand. 

Pelle sat tugging *at the grass and wishing he had had 
his clothes on. 

“ And you must never forget that God sees everything 
you do ; even in the darkest night He sees. We are always 
walking in God’s sight. But come now, it’s unseemly to 
run about naked! ” And the man took him by the hand 
and led him to his clothes, and then, going across to the 
north side, he gathered the herd together while Pelle dressed 
himself. The wicked cow was over there again already, 
and had drawn a few of the others after it. Pelle watched 
the man in surprise; he drove the animals back quite 
quietly, neither using stones nor shouting. Before he got 
back, Blakka Ixad once more crossed the boundary ; but he 
turned and brought her back again just as gently as before. 
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“ Thai’s not an easy cow to manage,” he said kindly, 
when he returned ; “ but you’ve got young legs. Shan’t; 
we agree to bum that ? ” he asked, picking up the thick 
cudgel, “ and do what wc have to do with just our hands ? 
God will always help you when you’re in difficulties. And 
if you want to be a true child of God, you must tell the 
bailiff this evening what you did—and take your"*punish¬ 
ment.” He placed his hand upon Pclle’s head, and looked 
at him with that unendurable gaze ; and then he left kirn, 
taking the stick with him. 

For a long time Pelle followed him with his eyes. So 
that was what a man looked like, who was sent by God 
to warn you ! Now he knew, and it would be some time 
before he chased a cow like that again. But go to the 
bailiff, and tell of himself, and get the whip-lash on his 
bare legs ? Not if he knew it! Rather than that, God 
would have to be angry—if it was really true that He 
could see everything ? It couldn’t be worse than the 
bailiff anyhow. 

All that morning lie was very quiet. He felt the man’s 
eyes upon him in everything he did, and it robbed him of 
his confidence. He silently tested things, and saw every¬ 
thing in a new light; it was best not to make a noise, if 
you were always walking in the sight of God. He did not 
go on cracking his cattle-whip, but meditated a little on 
whether he should burn that too. 

But a httle before midday Rud appeared, and the whole 
incident was forgotten. Rud was smoking a bit of cane 
that he had cut off the piece his mother used for cleaning 
the stove-pipes, and Pelle bartered some of his dinner ffir 
a few pulls at it. First they seated themselves astride the 
bullock Cupid, wliich was lying chewing the cud. It went 
on calmly chewing with closed eyes, until Rud put the 
glowing cane to the root of its tail, when it rose hastily, 
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both boys rolling over its head. They laughed and boasted 
to one another of the somersault they had turned, as they 
went up on to the .high ground to look for blackberries. 
Thence they went to some birds’ nests in the small firs, and 
last of all they set about their best game—digging up 
mice-nests. 

Pelle knew every mouse-hole in t|je meadow, and they 
lay down and examined them carefully. “ Here’s one that 
has mice in it,” said Rud. “ Look, here’s their dunghill! ” 

“ Yes, that smells of mouse,” said Pelle, putting Iris 
nose to the hole. “ And the blades of grass turn outwards, 
so the old ones must be out.” 

With Pelle’s knife they cut away the turf, and set to 
work eagerly to dig with two pieces of pot. The soil flew 
about their heads as they talked and laughed. 

“ My word, how fast we’re getting on ! ” 

” Yes ; Strom couldn’t work as fast! ” Strom was a 
famous worker wlio got*twenty-fivc ores a day more than 
other autumn farm-hands, and his example was used as 
an incentive to coax wprk out of the labourers. 

We shall soon get right into the inside of the 
earth.” 

“ Well, but it’s burning hot in there.” 

“ Oh, nonsense, is it ? ” Pelle paused doubtfully in his 
digging. 

“ Yes, the schoolmaster sajs so.” 

The boys hesitated and put their hands down into the 
hole. Yes, it was warm at the bottom—so warm that Pelle 
found it necessary to pull out his hand and say: “ Oh, 
my word ! ” They considered a little, and then went on 
scraping out the hole as carefully as if their lives depended 
on it. In a little while straw appeared in the passage, and 
in a moment the internal heat of the earth was forgotten. 
In less than a minute they had uncovered the nest, and 
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laid the little pink, new-born mice out on the grass. They 
looked like half-hatched birds. 

“ They are ugly,” said Pelle, whQ did not quite like 
taking hold of them, but was ashamed not to do so: 

They’re much nastier to touch than to&ds. T believe 
they’re poisonous.”, 

Rud lay pinching them between his fingers. 

“ Poisonous ! Don’t be a silly ! Why they haven’t 
any teeth! There are no bones in them at all; I’m sure 
you could eat them quite well.” 

" Pah ! Beastly ! ” Pelle spat on the ground. 

" I shouldn’t be at all afraid of biting one ; would you ? ” 
Rud lifted a little mouse up towards his mouth. 

“ Afraid ? Of course I’m not afraid—but-” Pelle 

hesitated. 

“ No, you’re afraid, because you’re a blue-bag ! ” 

Now this nickname really only applied to boys who 
were afraid of water, but Pelle quickly seized one of the 
little mice, and held it up to his mouth, at exactly 
the same distance from his lips that IJud was from his. 
“You can see for yourself! ” he cried in an offended 
tone. 

Rud went on talking, with many gestures. 

“ You’re afraid,” he said, “ and it’s because you’re 
Swedish. But when you’re afraid, you should just shut 
your eyes—^so—and open your mouth. Then you pretend 

to put the mouse right into your mouth, and then-” 

Rud had his mouth wide open, and held his hand close to 
his mouth ; Pelle was under his influence, and imitated his 

movements—“ and then-” Pelle received a blow that 

sent the little mouse half-way down his throat. He retched 
. and spat; and then his hands fumbled in the grass and 
got hold of a stone. But by the time he was on his feet, 
and was going to throw it, Rud was far away up the fields. 
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“ I must go home now,” he shouted innocently, “ There’s 
something I’ve got to help mother with.” 

Pelle did not Ipve solitude, and the prospect of a 
' blockade determined him at once for negotiations. He 
dropped the stone to show his serious wish for a reconi- 
ciliation^^and had to swear solemnly. that he would not 
bear malice. Then at last Rud came back, tittering. 

“ I was going to show you something funny with the 
mouse,” he said by way of diversion ; “ but you held on 
to it like an idiot.” He did not venture to come quite 
close up to Pelle, but stood watching his movements. 

Pelle was acquainted with the little white lie when the 
danger of a tlirashing was imminent, but the lie as an 
attack was still unknown to him. If Rud, now that the 
whole thing was over, said that he only wanted to have 
shown him something funny, it must be true. But then 
why was he mistrustful ? Pelle tried, as he had so often 
done before, to bend his little brain round the possible 
tricks of his playmate, but failed. 

“ You may jusi as yell come up close,” he said stoutly. 
“ For if I wanted to, I could easily catch you up.” 

Rud came. “ Now we’ll catch big mice,” he said. 
“ That’s better fun.” 

They emptied Pelle’s milk-bottle, and hunted up a 
mouse’s nest that appeared to have only two exits, one 
up in the meadow, the other half-way down the bank of 
the stream. Here they pushed in the mouth of the bottle, 
and widened the hole in the meadow into a funnel; and 
they took it in turns to keep an eye on the bottle, and to 
carry water up to the other hole in their caps. It was 
not long before a mouse popped out into the bottle, which 
they then corked. 

What should they do with it ? Pelle proposed that 
they should tame it and train it to draw their little 
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agricultural implements ; but Rud, as usual, got his way 
—it was to go out sailing. 

Where the stream turned, and had hollowed out its , 
bed into a hole as big as a cauldron, they made an inclined ' 
plane and let the bottle slide down into tliie w&ter head 
foremost, like a ship being launched. They could follow 
it as it curved under the water until it came up slantingly, 
and stood bobbing up and dowm on the water like a buoy, 
with its neck up. The mouse made the funniest leaps up 
towards the cork to get out; and the boys jumped up and 
down on the grass with delight. 

“ It knows the way it got in quite well! ” They 
imitated its unsuccessful leaps, lay down again and rolled 
about in exuberant mirth. At last, however, the joke 
became stale. 

“ Let’s take out the cork ! ” suggested Rud. 

“ Yes—oh yes! ” Pelle waded quickly in, and was 
going to set the mouse at liberty. • 

“ Wait a minute, you donkey! ” Rud snatched the 
bottle from him, and holding his .hand over the mouth, 
put it back into the water. “ Now we’ll see some fun ! ” 
he cried, hastening up the bank. 

It was a little while before the mouse discovered that 
the way was open, but then it leaped. The leap was 
unsuccessful, and made the bottle rock, so that the second 
leap was slanting and rebounded sideways. But then 
followed with lightning rapidity a number of leaps—a 
perfect bombardment; and suddenly the mouse flew 
right out of the bottle, head foremost into the water. 

“ That was a leap and a half 1 ” cried Pelle, jumping 
straight up and down in the grass, with his arms at his sides- 
“ It could just squeeze its body through, just exactly! ’’ 
And he jumped again, squeezing himself together. 

The mouse swam to land, but Rud was there, and 
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pushed it out again with his foot. " It swam well.” he 
said, laughing. It made for the opposite bank. “ Look 
out for the fellow 1 'i Rud roared, and Pelle sprang forward 
and turned it away from the shore with a good kick. It 
swam helplessly backwards and forwards in the middle df 
the pool, seeing one of the two dancing figures every time 
it approached a bank, and turning and turning endlessly. 
It sank deeper and deeper, its fur becoming wet and dragging 
it down, until at last it swam right under water. Suddenly 
it stretched out its body convulsively, and sank to the 
bottom, with all four legs outspread like a wide embrace. 

Pelle had all at once comprehended the perplexity and 
helplessness—perhaps was familiar with it. At the animal’s 
final struggle, he burst into tears with a little scream, and 
ran, crying loudly, up the meadow towards the fir-planta¬ 
tion. In a little while he came back again. “ 1 really 
thought Cupid had run away,” he said repeatedly, and 
carefully avoided looking Rud in the face. Quietly he 
waded into the water, and fished up the dead mouse with 
his foot. 

They laid it upon a stone in the sun, so that it might 
come to life again. When that failed, Pelle remembered 
a story about some people who were drowned in a lake 
at home, and who came to themselves again when cannons 
were fired off over them. They clapped their hollowed 
hands over the mouse, and when that too brought about 
no result, they decided to bury it. 

Rud happened to remember that his grandmother in 
Sweden was being buried just now, and this made them go 
about the matter with a certain amount of solemnity. 
They made a coffin out of a matchbox, and ornamented it 
with moss; and then they lay on their faces and lowered 
the coffin into the grave with twine, taking every possible 
care that it should not land upon its head. A rope might 
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give way; such things did sometimes happen, and the 
illusion did not permit of their correcting the position of 
the coffin afterwards with their hands. AVhen this was done, 
Pelle looked down into his cap, while Rud prayed over the 
deceased and cast earth upon the coffin; and fhen they 
made up the grave. 

“ I only hope it’s not in a trance anu going lo waKe 
up again! ” exclaimed Pelle, suddenly. They had both 
heard many unpleasant stories of such cases, and went 
over all the possibilities—how they woke up and couldn’t 
get any air, and knocked upon the lid, and began to eat 
their own hands—until Pelle could distinctly hear a knock¬ 
ing on the lid below. They had the coffin up in a trice, 
and examined the mouse. It had not eaten its fore-paws 
at any rate, but it had most decidedly turned over on its 
side. They buried it again, putting a dead beetle beside 
it in the coffin for safety’s sake, and sticking a straw down 
into the grave to supply it with air. Then they ornamented 
the mound, and set up a memorial stone. 

“ It’s dead now! ” said Pelle, gravely and with con¬ 
viction. 

“ Yes, I should just think so—dead as a herring.” 
Rud had put lus ear to the straw and listened. 

“ And now it must be up with God in all His glory— 
right high, high up.” 

Rud sniffed contemptuously. “ Oh, you silly! Do 
you think it can crawl up there ? ” 

“ Well, can’t mice crawl, I should like to know ? ” 
Pelle was cross, 

” Yes, but not through the air. Only birds can do 
that.” 

Pelle felt himself beaten off the field and wanted to be 
revenged. 

“ Then your grandmother isn’t in heaven either! ” he 
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declared emphatically. There was still a little rancour in 
his heart from the young mouse episode. 

But this was irtbre than Rud could stand. It had 
'touched his family pride, and he gave Pelle a dig in the 
side with his elbow. The next moment they were rolling 
in the gj;ass, holding one another by the hair, and making 
awkward attempts to hit one another on the nose with 
their clenched fists. They turned over and over like one 
lump, now one uppermost, now the other; they liissed 
hoarsely, groaned and made tremendous exertions. “I’ll 
make you sneeze red,” said Pelle angrily, as he rose above 
his adversary ; but the next moment he was down again, 
with Rud hanging over him and uttering the most fearful 
threats about black eyes and seeing stars. Their voices 
were thick with passion. 

And suddenly they were sitting opposite one another 
on the grass wondering whether they should set up a howl. 
Rud put out his tongue, Pfelle went a step further and began 
to laugh, and they were once more the best of friends. 
They set up the memorial stone, wliich had been over¬ 
turned in the heat of battle, and then sat down hand in 
hand, to rest after the storm, a little quieter than usual. 

It was not because there was more evil in Pelle, but 
because the question had acquired for him an importance 
of its own, and he must understand it, that a meditative 
expression came into his eyes, and he said thoughtfully: 

“ Well, but you’ve told me yourself that she was 
paralysed in her legs 1 ” 

“ Well, what if she was ? ” 

“ Why, then she couldn’t crawl up into heaven.” 

“ Oh, you booby! It’s her spirit, of course ! ” 

“ Then the mouse’s spirit can very well be up there 
too.” 

“ No, it can’t, for mice haven’t got any spirit.” 
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“ Haven’t they ? Then how is it they can breathe * ? ” 

That was one for Rud! And the tiresome part of it 
was that he attended Sunday-scho»l. His fists would, 
have come in handy again now, but his instinct told hirii' 
that sooner or later Pelle would get the tJetter’of him in 
fighting. And anyhow his grandmother was saved. 

“ Yes,” he said^ yielding; “ and it certainly could 
breathe. Well, then, it was its spirit flying up that over¬ 
turned the stone—that’s what it was ! ” 

A distant sound reached them, and far off near the 
cottage they could see the figure of a fat woman, beckoning 
threateningly. 

“ The Sow’s calling you,” said Pelle. The two boys 
never called her anything but “ the Sow ” between 
themselves. 

So Rud had to go. He was allowed to take the greater 
part of the contents of the dinner-basket with him, and ate 
as he ran. They had been too busy to eat. 

Pelle sat down among the dunes and ate his dinner. 
As usual wlien Rud had been ^yith .him, he could not 
imagine what had become of the day. The birds had ceased 
singing, and not one of the cattle was still lying down, so 
it must be at least five o’clock. 

Up at the farm they were busy driving in. It went at 
full gallop—out and in, out and in. The men stood up 
in the carts and tlirashed away at the horses with the end 
of the reins, and the swaying loads were hurried along 
the field-roads, looking like little bristling, crawling things, 
that have been startled and are darting to their holes. 

A one-horsed vehicle drove out from the farm, and took 
the high-road to the town at a quick trot. It was the 
farmer; he was driving so fast that he was evidently off 

* In Danish, spirit = aand, and to breathe = aande. 
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to the town on the spree. So there was something gone 
wrong at home, and there would be crying at the farm 
that night. 

Yes, there was Father Lasse driving out with the water- 
cart, so it wdife half-past five. He could tell that too By 
the~b^ds beginning their pleasant evening twittering, 
-fliat was soft and sparkling like the rays of the sun. 

Far inland above the stone-quarry, where the cranes 
stood out against the sky, a cloud of smoke rose every 
now and then into the air, and burst in a fountain of pieces 
of rock. Long after came the explosion, bit b}' bit in 
a series of rattling reverberations. It sounded as if some 
one were running along and slapping his thigh with finger¬ 
less gloves. 

The last few hours were always long—the sun was so 
slow about it. And there was nothing to fill up the time 
cither. Pelle himself was tired, and the tranquillity of 
evening had the effect .of subduing his voice. But now 
they were driving out for milking up there, and the cattle 
were beginning to, graze along the edge of the meadow that 
turned towards the farm ; so the time was drawing near. 

At last the herd-boys began to jodel over at the 
neighbouring farms, first one, and then several joining in : 

" Oh, drive home, o-ho, o-o-ho! 

O-ho, o-ho! 

O-ho, o-ho! 

Oh, drive home, o-o-ho! 

O-ho! ’■ 

From all sides the soft tones vibrated over the sloping 
land, running out, like the sound of happy weeping, into 
the first glow of evening; and Pelle’s animals began to 
move farther after each pause to graze. But he did not 
dare to drive them home yet, for it only meant a thra shing 
from the bailiff or the pupil if he arrived too early. 
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He stood at the upper end of the meadow, and called 
his homeward-drifting flock together; and when the last 
tones of the call had died away, he began it himself, and 
stepped on one side. The animals ran with a peculiar 
little trot and heads extended. The shadoiV of the grass 
lay in long thin stripes across the ground, and the shadows 
of the animals were endless. Now and then a calf lowed* 
slowly and broke into a gallop. They were yearning for 
home, and Pelle was yearning too. 

From behind a hollow the sun darted long rays out into 
space, as if it had called all its powers home for the night, 
and now poured them forth in one great longing, from 
west to east. Everything pointed in long thin lines, and 
the eager longing of the cattle seemed visible in the air. 

To the mind of the cliild there was nothing left out of 
doors now ; everything was being taken in, and he longed 
for his father with a longing that was almost a pain. And 
when at last he turned the corner* with the herd, and saw 
old Lasse standing there, smiling happily with his red- 
rimmed eyes, and opening the gate to .the fold, the boy 
gave way and threw himself weeping into his father’s 
arms. 

" What’s the matter, laddie "i What’s the matter ? ” 
asked the old man with concern in his voice, stroking the 
child’s face with a trembling hand. “ Has any one been 
unkind to you ? No ? Well, that’s a good thing ! They’d 
better takecare,for happy children are in God’s own keeping. 
And Lasse would be an awkward customer if it came to 
that. So you were longing for me, were you ? Then it’s 
good to be in your little heart, and it only makes Lasse 
happy. But go in now and get your supper, and don’t cry 
any more.” And he wiped the boy’s nose with his hard, 
crooked fingers, and pushed him gently away. 



V 

Pelle was not long in finding out all about the man who 
had been sent by God, and had the grave, reproachful 
eyes. He proved to be nothing but a little shoemaker 
down in the village, who spoke at the meeting-house on 
Sundays ; and it was also said that his wife drank. Rud 
went to his Sunday-school, and he was poor ; so he was 
notliing out of the ordinary. 

Moreover Gustav had got a cap which could turn out 
three different crowns—one of blue duffic, one of water¬ 
proof American cloth, and one of white canvas for use in 
sunny weather. It wa^ an absorbingly interesting study 
that threw everything else into the background, and 
exercised Pelle’s mind for many days; and he used this 
miraculous cap as a standard by which to measure every¬ 
thing great and desirable. But one day he gave Gustav 
a beautifully-carved stick for permission to perform the 
trick of turning the crown inside out himself; and that 
set his mind at rest at last, and the cap had to take its 
place in his every-day world like everything else. 

But what did it look like in Farmer Kongstrup’s big 
rooms ? Money lay upon the floor there, of course, the 
gold in one place and the silver in another; and in the 
middle of each heap stood a half-bushel measure. What 
did the word “ practical ” mean, which the bailiff used 
when he talked to the farmer ? And why did the men call 
one another “ Swede ” as a term of abuse ? Why, they 
were all Swedes! What was there away beyond the 
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cliffs where the stone-quarry lay ? The farm-lands ex¬ 
tended as far as that on the one side. He had not been 
there yet, but was going with his father as soon as an 
opportunity presented itself. They had learnt quite by 
chance that Lasse had a brother who owned a hohse over 
there; so of course they knew the place tompar3(j2^^'^" 
well. 

Down there lay the sea; he had sailed upon it himself I 
Ships both of iron and wood sailed upon it, though how 
iron could float when it was so heavy he did not know! 
The sea must be strong, for in the pond, iron went to the 
bottom at once. In the middle of the pond there was no 
bottom, so there you’d go on sinking for ever! The old 
thatcher, when he was young, had had more than a hundred 
fathoms of rope down there with a drag, to fish up a 
bucket, but he never reached the bottom. And when he 
wanted to pull up the rope again, there was some one 
deep down who caught hold of the drag and tried to pull 
him down, so he had to let the whole thing go. 

God . . . well. He had a long .white beard like the 
farmer at Kaase Farm ; but who kept house for Him now 
He was old ? Saint Peter was His bailiff, of course ! . i . 
How could the old, dry cows have just as young calves as 
the young ones ? And so on, and so on. 

There was one subject about which, as a matter of 
course, there could be no question, nor any thought at all 
in that sense, because it was the very foundation of all 
existence—Father Lasse. He was there, simply, he stood 
like a safe wall behind everything that one did. He was 
the real Providence, the last great refuge in good and ill; 
he could do whatever he liked—Father Lasse was almighty. 

Then there was one natural centre in the world—Pelle 
himself. Everything grouped itself about him, everything 
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existed for him—for him to play with, to shudder at, or to 
put on one side ^or a great future. Even distant trees, 
houses and rocks in the landscape, that he had never 
been ug to, assumed an attitude towards him, either 
friendly or hostile; and the relation had to be carefully 
S&ahcd in the case of each new thing that appeared upon 
his horizon* 

His world was small; he had only just begun to create 
it. For a good arm’s-length on all sides of him, there was 
more or less terra firma t but beyond that floated raw 
matter, chaos. But Pelle already found his world immense, 
and was quite willing to make it infinite. He attacked 
everything mth insatiable appetite ; his ready perceptions 
laid hold of all that came within their reach ; they were 
like the mouth of a machine, into which matter was in¬ 
cessantly rushing in small, whirling particles. And in the 
draught they raised, came others and again others; the 
entire universe was on Its way towards him. 

Pelle shaped and set aside twenty new things in the 
course of a second. •The earth grew out under him into a 
world that was rich in excitement and grotesque forms, 
discomfort and the most everyday things. He went about 
in it uncertainly, for there was always something that 
became displaced and had to be revalued or made over 
again; the most matter-of-fact things would change and 
all at once become terrifying marvels, or vice versS. He 
went about in a state of continual wonderment, and 
assumed an expectant attitude even with regard to the 
most familiar things; for who could tell what surprises 
they might give one ? 

As an instance ; he had all his life had opportunities of 
verifying the fact that trouser-buttons were made of bone 
and had five holes, one large one in the middle and four 
smaller ones round it. And then one day, one of the men 
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comes home from the town with a pair of new trousers, 
the buttons of which are made of bright metal and are no 
larger than a sixpenny-piece ! They have only four holes, 
and the thread is to lie across them, not fropi the middle 
outwards as in the old ones. 

Or take the great eclipse of the sun .“that he^a?. 
wondered so much about all the summer, and that all the 
old people said would bring about the destruction of the 
world. He had looked forward to it, especially the destruc¬ 
tion part of it; it would be something of an adventure, 
and somewhere within him there was a little bit of con¬ 
fident assurance that it would all come right as far as he 
was concerned. The eclipse did come too, as it was meant 
to; it grew dark too, as if it were the Last Day, and the 
birds became so quiet, and the cattle bellowed and wanted 
to run home. But then it grew light again and it all came 
to nothing. 

Then there were fearful terrors tnat all at once revealed 
themselves as tiny, tiny things—thank goodness! But 
there were also anticipated pleasures that 'made your heart 
beat, and when you got up to them they were dulness 
itself. 

Far out in the misty mass, invisible worlds floated by 
that had nothing to do with his own. A sound coming out 
of the unknown created them in a twinkling. They came 
into existence in the same way that the land had done 
that morning he had stood upon the deck of the steamer, 
and heard voices and noise through the fog, thick and big, 
with forms that looked like huge gloves without fingers. 

And inside one there was blood and a heart and a soul. 
The heart Pelle had found out about himself; it was a 
little bird shut up in there. But the soul bored its way 
like a serpent to whatever part of the body desire occupied. 
Old thatcher Holm had once drawn the soul like a thin 
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thread out of th"; thumb of a man who couldn't help 
stealing. Pelle’s ^wn soul was good ; it lay in the pupils 
of his eyes, and reflected Father Lasse’s image whenever 
he looked into them. 

The*bloo5 was the worst, and so Father Lasse always 
?v't l,imself b-. bled when there was anything the matter 
with him; the bad humours had to be let out. Gustav 
thought a great deal about blood, and could tell the 
strangest things about it; and he cut his fingers only to 
see whether it was ripe. One evening he came over to 
the cow-stable and exhibited a bleeding finger. The blood 
was quite black. “ Now I’m a man ! ” he said, and swore 
a great oath; but the maids only made fun of him, and 
said that he had not carried his four bushels of peas up 
into the loft yet. 

Then there was hell and heaven, and the stone-quarry 
where they struck one another with heavy hammers when 
they were drunk. Tht men in the stone-quarry were the 
strongest men in the world. One of them had eaten ten 
poached eggs at one. time without being ill; and there is 
nothing so strengthening as eggs. 

Down in the meadow, will-o’-the-wisps hopped about 
looking for something in the deep summer nights. There 
was always one of them near the stream, and it stood 
and danced on the top of a little heap of stones that lay 
in the middle of the meadow. A couple of years ago a 
girl had one night given birth to a child out there among 
the dunes, and as she did not know what to do about a 
father for it, she drowned it in one of the pools that the 
brook makes where it turns. Good people raised the 
little cairn, so that the place should not be forgotten; 
and over it the child’s soul used to burn at dead of night 
at the time of year at which it was born. Pelle believed 
that the child itself was buried beneath the stones, and 



8 » PELLE THE CONQUeJoR 

now and then ornamented the mound wiin a branch of fir ; 
but he never played at that part of th^stream. The girl 
was sent across the sea, sentenced to penal servitude for 
many years, and people wondered at the fatljer. She had 
not named any one, but every one knew who it was all the 
same. He was a young, well-to-do fishermffi down ill the 
village, and the girl was one of the poorest, so there could 
never have been any question of their marrying. The girl 
must have preferred tliis to begging help of him for the 
child, and living in the village with an illegitimate child, 
an object of universal derision. And he had certainly 
put a bold face on the matter, where many another would 
have been ashamed and gone away on a long voyage. 

This summer, two years after the girl went to prison, 
the fisherman was going home one night along the shore 
towards the village with some nets on his back. He was 
of a callous nature, and did not liesitate to take the shortest 
way across the meadow; but wheh he got in among the 
dunes, he saw a will-o’-the-wisp following in his steps, 
grew frightened, and began to run. It began to gain upon 
him, and when he leaped across the brook to put water 
between himself and the spirit, it seized hold of the nets. 
At this he shouted the name of God, and fled like one 
bereft of his senses. The next morning at sunrise, he 
and his father went to fetch the nets. They had caught 
on the cairn, and lay right across the stream. 

Then the young man joined the Revivalists, and his 
father abandoned his riotous life and followed him. Early 
and late the young fisherman was to be found at their 
meetings, and at other times he went about like a male* 
factor with his head hanging down, only waiting for the 
girl to come out of prison, so that he could marry her. 

Pelle was up in it all. The girls talked shndderingly 
about it as they sat upon the men’s knees in the long 
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summer evenings, iind a lovesick fellow from inland had 
made up a balladi^ about it, which Gustav sang to his 
.concertina. Then all the girls on the farm wept, and 
’ even Lively S§ra’s eyes filled with tears, and she began to 
talk to M*ons about engagement rings. 

One day when Pelle was lying on his face in the grass, 
singing and clapping his naked feet together in the clear 
air, he saw a young man standing by the cairn and putting 
on it stones which he took out of his pocket; after which 
he knelt down. Pelle went up to him. 

“ What are you doing ? ” he asked boldly, feeling that 
he was in his own domain. “ Are you saying j’our 
praj’ers ? ” 

The man did not answer, but remained in a kneeling 
posture. At last he rose, and spat out tobacco- 
juice. 

“ I’m praying to Him Who is to judge us all,” he said, 
looking steadily at Pelle.* 

Pelle recognised that look. It was the same in expres¬ 
sion as that of the man the other day—the one that 
had been sent by God. Only tliere was no reproach 
in it. 

“ Haven’t you any bed to sleep in then ? ” asked Pelle. 
“I always say my prayers under the clothes. He hears 
them just as well! God knows everything.” 

The young man nodded, and began moving about the 
stones on the cairn. 

“ You mustn’t hurt that,” said Pelle, firmly, “ for 
there’s a little baby buried there.” 

The young man turned upon him a strange look. 

“ That’s not true ! ” he said tliickly ; “ for the child 
lies up in the churchyard in consecrated earth.” 

" 0 oh inde—ed ? ” said Pelle, imitating his father’s 
slow tones. ” But I know it was the parents that drowned 
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it—^and buried it here.” He was too jbroud of his know¬ 
ledge to relinquish it without a word. 

The man looked as if he were about to strike him, and. 
Pelle retreated a little, and then, having confidence in his' 
legs, he laughed openly. But the other seemed'no longer 
aware of his presence, and stood lookh^ dully past the 
cairn. Pelle drew nearer again. 

The man started at Pelle’s shadow, and heaved a deep 
sigh. “ Is that you ? ” he said apathetically, without 
looking at Pelle. “ Why can’t you leave me alone ? ” 

“ It’s my field,” said Pelle, “ because I herd here ; but 
you may stay here if you won’t hit me. And you mustn’t 
touch the cairn, because there’s a little baby buried there.” 

The young man looked gravely at Pelle. “ It’s not 
true what you say ! How dare you tell such a lie ? God 
hates a lie. But you’re a simple-hearted child, and I’ll 
tell you all about it without hiding anything, as truly as 
I only want to walk wholly in God’s sight.” 

Pelle looked at him uncomprehendingly. “ I should 
think I ought to know all about it/I’ he “said, “ considering 
I know the whole song by heart. I can sing it to you, if 
you like. It goes like this.” Pelle began to sing in a 
voice that was a little tremulous with shyness— r- 

" So happy are we in our childhood’s first years, 

Neither sorrow nor sin is our mead; 

We play, and there's nought in our path to raise fears 
That it straight into prison doth lead. 

Right many there are that with voice sorrowful 
Must oft for lost happiness long. 

To make the time pass in this prison so dull, 

I now will write down all my song. 

1 played with my father, with mother I played. 

And childhood’s days came to an end; 

And when I had grown up into a young maid, 

I played still, but now with my friend. 
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I gave him my <fty and I gave him my night, 

And never ontl e thought of deceit ; 

But when I him feld of my sorrowful plight, 

My trust I had cause to regret. 

I never have loved you,’ he quickly did say ; 

' Begone I _ I'll ne’er see you again I ’ 

He turned on his heel and went angry away. 

'Twas then I a murd’ress became.” 

Here Pelle paused in astonishment, for the grown-up 
man had sunk forward as he sat, and he was sobbing. 
“ Yes, it was wicked,” he said. ” For then she killed her 
child and had to go to prison.” He spoke with a certain 
amount of contempt; he did not like men that cried. 
“ But it’s nothing that you need cry about,” he added 
carelessly after a little. 

“Yes, it is; for she'd done nothing. It was the 
child’s father that killed it; it was me that did the dreadful 
thing: yes, I confess that I’m a murderer! Haven’t I 
openly enough acknowledged my wrong-doing ? ” He 
turned his face upwards, as though he were speaking to 
God. 

“ Oh, was it you ? ” said Pelle, moving a little away 
from him. “ Did you kill your own child ? Father Lasse 
could never have done that! But then why aren’t you 
in prison ? Did you tell a lie, and say she’d done it ? ” 

These words had a peculiar effect upon the fisherman. 
Pelle stood watching him for a little, and then exclaimed : 
“ You do talk so queerly—‘ blop-blop-blop,’ just as if you 
were from another country. And what do you scrabble 
in the air with your fingers for, and cry ? Will you get a 
thrashing when you get home ? ” • 

At the word “ cry,” the man burst into a flood of tears. 
Pelle had never seen any one cry so unrestrainedly. His 
face seemed all blurred. 
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“ Will you have a piece of my breid-and-butter ? ” he 
asked by way of offering comfort. ‘H’ve got some with 
sausage on.” 

The fisherman shook his head. 

Pelle looked at the cairn. He was obstihate, and 
determined not to give in. 

“ It is buried there,” he said, “ I’ve seen its soul 
myself, burning up on the top of the heap at night. That’s 
because it can’t get into heaven.” 

A horrible sound came from the fisherman’s lips, a 
hollow groan that brought Pelle’s little heart into his mouth. 
He began to jump up and down in fear, and when he 
recovered his senses and stopped, he saw the fisherman 
running with head bent low across the meadow, until he 
disappeared among the dunes. 

Pelle gazed after him in astonishment, and then moved 
slowly towards his dinner-basket. The result of the 
encounter was, as far as it had'gone, a disappointment. 
He had sung to a perfect stranger, and there was no denying 
that that was an achievement, considering how difficult 
it often was only to answer “ yes ” or “ no ” to somebody 
you’d never seen before. But he had hardly more than 
begun the verses, and what made the performance remark¬ 
able was that he knew the entire ballad by heart. He sang 
it now for his own benefit from beginning to end, keeping 
count of the verses on his fingers ; and he found the most 
intense satisfaction in shouting it out at the top of bis voice. 

In the evening he as usual discussed the events of the 
day with his father, and he then understood one or two 
things that filled his mind with uncomfortable thoughts. 
Father Lasse’s was as yet the only human voice that the 
boy wholly understood ; a mere sigh or shake of the head 
from the old man had a more convincing power than words 
from any one else. 
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“ Alas ! ” he said again and again. “Evil, evil every¬ 
where ; sorrow and trouble wherever you turn! He’d 
.willingly give his life to go to prison in her stead now it’s 
‘too late! So ]ic ran away when you said that to him ? 
Well, well,*it’s not easy to resist the Word of God even frorii 
the lips of a childr*vlien the conscience is sore ; and trading 
in the happiness of others is a bad way of earning a living. 
But now see about getting your feet washed, laddie.’’ 

Life furnished enough to work at and struggle with, and 
a good deal to dread; but worse almost than all that would 
harm Pelle himself, were the glimpses he now and then 
had of the depths of humanity: in the face of these his 
child’s brain was powerless. Why did the mistress cry so 
much and drink secretly ? What went on behind the 
windows in the big house ? He could not comprehend it, 
and every time he puzzled his little brain over it, the 
uncomfortable feeling only seemed to stare out at him from 
all tlie window-panes, anti sometimes enveloped him in all 
the horror of the incomprehensible. 

But the sun rode liigh in the heavens, and the nights 
were light. The darkness lay crouching under the earth 
and had no power. And he possessed the child’s happy 
gift of forgetting instantly and completely. 



VI 


Pelle had a quick pulse and much energy, and there was 
always something that he was attempting to overtake in 
his restless onward rush—if nothing else, then time itself. 
Now the rye was all in, now the last stack disappeared 
from the field, the shadows grew longer every day. But 
one evening the darkness surprised him before his bedtime, 
and this made him serious. He no longer hastened on the 
time, but tried to hold it back by many small sun-signs. 

One day the men’s midday rest was taken off. They 
harnessed the horses again as soon as they had eaten their 
dinner, and the chaff-cutting was<put off until the evening. 
The horse-way lay on the outer side of the stable, and none 
of the men cared to tramp round out .there in the dark, 
driving for the chaff-cutter, so Pelle had to do it. Lasse 
protested and threatened to go to the farmer, but.it was 
of no use ; every evening Pelle had to be out there for, a 
couple of hours. They were his nicest hours that they 
took from him, the hours when he and Father, JLais^ 
pottered about in the stable, and talked themselves happi^ 
through edl the day’s troubles into a common bright futuipr; 
and Pelle cried. When the moon chased the clouds away 
and he could see everything round him distinctly, he 
allowed his tears to run freely; but on dark evenings he 
was quiet and held his breath. Sometimes when it rained 
it was so dark that the farm and everything disappeared ; 
and then he saw hundreds of beings that at other times 
the light hid. They appeared out of the darkness, terribly 
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big, or came sliding up to him upon their bellies. He grew 
rigid as he gazed, and could not take his eyes from them. 
He sought shelter under the wall, and encouraged the horse 
"from there ; and one evening he ran in. They chased him 
out agaii>, anS he submitted to be chased, for when it 
came to the point he was more afraid of the men inside 
than of the beings outside. But one pitch-dark evening 
he was in an unusually bad way, and when he discovered 
that the horse, his only comfort, was also afraid, he dropped 
everything and ran in for the second time. Threats were 
powerless to make him go out again, and blows equally 
so, and one of the men took him up and carried liim out; 
but then Pelle forgot everytliing, and screamed till the 
house shook. 

VVliile they were struggling with him, the farmer came 
out. He was very angry when he heard what was the 
matter, and blew the foreman up sky high. Then he took 
Pelle by the hand, and went down with him to the cow- 
stable. “ A man like you to be afraid of a little dark! ” 
he said jokingly.. “ You must try to get the better of 
that. But if the men harm you, just you come to me.” 

Tile plough went up and down the fields all day long, 
and made the earth dark in colour, the foliage became 
variegated, and there was often sleet. The coats of the 
cattle grew thicker, their hair grew long and stood up on 
their backs. Pelle had much to put up with, and existence 
^ a whole became a shade more serious. His clothing 
did not become thicker and warmer with the cold weather 
like that of the cattle ; but he could crack his whip so that 
it sounded, in the most successful attempts, like little 
shots ; he could thrash Rud when there was no unfairness, 
and jump across the stream at its narrowest part. All that 
brought warmth to the body. 

The flock now grazed all over the farm-lands, wherever 
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the cows had been tethered : the dairy-cows being now 
indoors; or they went inland on the fens, where all the 
farms had each a piece of grass-land. Here Pelle made, 
acquaintance with herd-boys from the otjier farms, and' 
looked into quite another world that was not' ruled by 
bailiff and farm-pupil and thrashings,*'but where all ate 
at the same table, and the mistress herself sat and spun 
wool for the herd-boys’ stockings. But he could never get 
in there, for tliey did not take Swedes at the small farms, 
nor would the people of the island take service together 
Avith them. He was sorry for this. 

As soon as the autumn ploughing was started up on the 
fields, the boys, according to old custom, took down the 
boundary-fences and let all the animals graze together. 
The first few days it gave them more to do, for the animals 
fought until they got to know one another. They were 
never wholly mingled; they always grazed in patches, 
each farm’s flock by itself. The' dinner-baskets were also 
put together, and one boy was appointed in turn to mind 
the w'hole herd. The other boys, played at robbers up 
among the rocks, or ran about in the w’oods or on the 
shore. When it was really cold they lighted bonfires, or 
built fire-places of flat stones, where they roasted apples 
and eggs wliich they stole from the farms. 

It was a glorious life, and Pelle was happy. It was 
true he was the smallest of them all, and his being a Swede 
was a drawback to him. In the midst of their play, the 
others would sometimes begin to mimic his way of talking, 
and when he grew angry asked why he did not draw his 
knife. But on the other hand he was from the biggest 
farm, and w'as the only one that had bullocks in his herd ; 
he was not behind them in physical accomplishments, and 
none of them could carve as he could. And it was his 
intention, when he grew big, to thrash them all. 
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In the mean time he had to accommodate himself to 
circumstances, ingratiate himself with the big ones, where- 
ever he discovered there was a flaw in their relations to 
one another, ^nd be obliging. He had to take his tujrn 
oftener than the others, and came off badly at mealtimes. 
He submitted to if as something unavoidable, and directed 
all his efforts towards getting the best that it was possible 
to get out of the circumstances; but he promised himself, 
as has been said, the fullest reparation when he grew big. 

Once or twice it became too hot for him, and he left 
the community and kept by himself ; but he soon returned 
to the others again. His little body was bursting with 
courage to live the life, and would not let him shirk it ; 
he must take his chance—eat his way through. 

One day there came two new boys, who herded cattle 
from two farms on the other side of the stone-quarry. 
They were twins, and their names w’ere Alfred and Albinus. 
They were tall, thin lads, who looked as if they might 
have been half-starved w'hen they were little ; their skin 
had a bluish ting?, and stood the cold badly. They were 
quick and active, they could overtake the quickest calf, 
they could walk on their hands and smoke at the same 
time, and not only vault but really jump obstacles. 
They were not much good at fighting ; they were lacking 
in courage, and their agility forsook them in an emergency. 

There was something comical about the two brothers. 
“ Here are the twins, the twelvins ! ” cried the whole flock 
in greeting, the first morning they appeared. “ Well, how 
many times have you had a baby in your house since last 
year ? ” They belonged to a family of twelve, and among 
these there had twice been twins, and this of itself was an 
inexhaustible source of raillery ; and moreover they were 
half Swedish. They shared the disadvantage with Pelle. 

But notliing seemed to have any effect upon them ; 

H 
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they grinned at everything, and gave themselves away still 
more. From all he saw and heard, Pelle could understand 
that there was something ridiculous about their home in , 
the eyes of the parish ; but they did not rpind that. It 
was the fecundity of their parents that was the special 
subject of derision, and the two boys quite happily exposed 
them to ridicule, and would tell all about the most 
private home matters. One day when the flock had been 
most persistent in calling “ Twelvins ! ” they said, grinning, 
that their mother would soon be having a thirteenth. They 
were incapable of being wounded. 

Every time they exposed their parents to ridicule, it 
hurt Pelle, for his own feelings on this point were the most 
sacred that he had. Try as he would, he could not under¬ 
stand them ; he had to go to his father with the matter one 
evening. 

“ So they mock and make fun of their own parents ? ” 
said Lasse. “ Then they’ll neveY prosper in this world, 
for you’re to honour your father and mother. Good parents 
who have brought them into the,world with pain, and 
must toil hard, perhaps hunger and put up with much 
themselves, to get food and clothing for them ! Oh, it’s 
a shame! And you say their surname is Karlsson like 
ours, and that they live on the heath behind the stooe- 
quarry ? Then they must be brother Kalle’s sons! WJ^, 
bless my soul if I don’t believe that’s it! You ask th®B, 
to-morrow if their father hasn’t a notch in his right eair-! 

I did it myself with a piece of a horse-shoe when we were 
Uttle boys—one day I was in a rage with him because he 
made fun of me before the others. He was just the same 
• as those two, but he didn’t mean anything by it, there was 
nothing ill-natured about him.” 

The boys’ father had a notch in his right ear. Pelle 
and they were thus cousins; and the way that both they 
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and fheir parents were made fun of was a matter for both 
laughter and tears. In a way, Father Lasse too came in 
for a share of the ridicule, and that thought was hardly 
to be endured. 

The other boys quickly discovered Pelle’s vulnerable 
point, and used it for their own advantage ; and Pelle had 
to give way and put up w’ith things in order to keep his 
father out of their conversation. He did not always 
succeed, however. When they were in the mood, they 
said quite absurd things about one another’s homes. They 
were not intended to be taken for more than they were 
worth, but Pelle did not understand jokes on that head. 
One day one of the biggest boys said to him: “ Do you 
know, your father was the cause of his own mother’s having 
a child ! ” Pelle did not understand the play of words in 
this coarse joke, but he heard the laughter of the others, 
and becoming blind with rage, he flew at the big boy, and 
kicked him so hard in Ihe stomach, that he had to keep 
his bed for several days. 

During thosd days, Pelle went about in fear and 
trembling. He dared not tell his father what had hap¬ 
pened, for then he would be obliged to repeat the boy’s 
ugly accusation too ; so he went about in dread of the 
fatal consequences. The other boys had withdrawn them- 
wlVes from him, so as not to share the blame if anything 
*>€ame of it; the boy was a farmer’s son—the only one in 
the company—and they had visions of the magistrate at 
the back of the affair, and perhaps a caning at the town- 
hall. So Pelle went by himself with his cattle, and had 
plenty of time to think about the event, which, by the 
force of his lively imagination, grew larger and larger in 
its consequences, until at last it almost suffocated him with 
terror. Every cart he saw driving along the high-road 
sent a thrill through him; and if it turned up towards 
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Stone Farm, he could distinctly see the policemen—tliree 
of them—^with large handcuffs, just as they had come to 
fetch Erik Erikson for ill-treating his wife. He hardly 
dared drive the cattle home in the evening. ( 

One morning the boy came herding over there'with his 
cattle, and there was a grown-up man With him, whom, 
from his clothes and everything else about him, Pelle 
judged to be a farmer—^was it the boy’s father ? They 
stood over there for a little while, talking to the herd-boys, 
and then came across towards him, with the whole pack 
at their heels, the father holding his son by the hand. 

The perspiration started from every pore of Pelle’s 
body: his fear prompted him to run away, but he stood 
his ground. Together the father and son made a move¬ 
ment with their hand, and Pelle raised both elbows to 
ward off a double box-on-the-ears. 

But they only extended their hands. “ I beg your 
pardon,” said the boy, taking one of Pelle’s hands; " I 
beg your pardon,” repeated the father, clasping his other 
hand in his. Pelle stood in bewilderme'nt, looking from 
one to the other. At first he thought that the man was 
the same as the one sent by God ; but it was only his eyes— 
those strange eyes. Then he suddenly burst into tears 
and forgot all else in the relief they brought from the 
terrible anxiety. The two spoke a few kind words to him, 
and quietly went away to let him be alone. 

After this Pelle and Peter Kure became friends, and 
when Pelle learnt to know him better, he discovered that 
sometimes the boy had a little of the same look in his 
eyes as his father, and the young fisherman, and the man 
that was sent by God. The remarkable course that the 
event had taken occupied his mind for a long time. One 
day a chance comparison of his experiences brought him 
to the discovery of the connection between this mysterious 
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expression in their eyes and their remarkable actions; 
the people who had looked at him with those eyes had all 
three done unexpected things. And another day it dawned 
upon him tljfit these people were religious ; the boys had 
quarrelled with Peter Kure that day, and had used the 
word as a term of abuse against his parents. 

There was one thing that was apparent, and outweighed 
everything, even his victory. He had entered the lists 
with a boy who was bigger and stronger than he, and had 
held his own, because for the first time in his life he had 
struck out recklessly. If you wanted to fight, you had to 
kick wherever it hurt most. If you only did that, and 
had justice on your side, you might fight anybodj^ even 
a farmer’s son. These were two satisfactory discoveries, 
which for the present nothing could disturb. 

Then he had defended his father ; that was something 
quite new and important in his life. He required more 
space now. 

At Michaelmas, the cattle were taken in, and the last 
of the day-labo\irer& left. During the summer, several 
changes had been made among the regular servants at the 
farm, but now, at term-day, none were changed; it was 
not the habit of Stone Farm to change servants at the 
regular term-times. 

So Pelle again helped his father with the foddering 
indoors. By rights he should have begun to go to school, 
and a mild representation of this fact was made to the 
farmer by the school authorities; but the boy was very 
useful at home, as the care of the cattle was too much for 
one man; and nothing more was heard about the matter. 
Pelle was glad it was put off. Hfe had thought much about 
school in the course of the sununer, and had invested it 
with so much that was unfamiliar and great, that he was 
now quite afraid of it. 



VII 

Christmas Eve was a great disappointment. It was the 
custom for the lierd-boys to come out and spend Christmas 
at the farms wliere they served in the summer, and Pelle’s 
..^omp^iems had told him of all the delights of Christmas—• 
^Toast^jj^nd sveet drinks, Christmas games and ginger-, 
i nuts and^Eftes ; it was one endless eating and drinking 
and playing <3 Christmas games, from the evening before 
Christmas Eve until " Saint Knut carried Christmas out,” 
on January 7 th. That was what it was like at all the small 
farms, the only difference being that those Avho were 
religious did not play cards, but sangdiynhis instead. But 
what they had to eat was just as good., 

The last few days before Christmas, Pelle had to get 
up at two or half-past two to help the girls pluck poultry, 
and the old thatcher Holm to heat the oven. With this his 
connection with the delights of Christmas came to an end. 
There was dried cod and boiled rice on Christmas Eve, and 
it tasted good enough ; but of all the rest there was nothing. 
There were a couple of bottles of brandy on the table for 
the men, that was all. The men were discontented and 
quarrelsome. They poured milk and boiled rice into the 
leg of the stocking that Kama was knitting, so that she 
was fuming the whole evening ; and then sat each with 
his girl on his knee, and made ill-natured remarks about 
everything. The old farm-labourers and their wives, who 

loa 
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had been invited to partake of the Christmas fare, talked 
about death and all the ills of the world. 

Upstairs there was a large party. All the wife’s rela¬ 
tions were iijvited, and they were hard at work on the 
roast go'ose. The yard was full of conveyances, and the 
only one of the farm-servants who was in go^ spirits was 
the head man, who received all the tips. Gustav was in 
a thoroughly bad humour, for Bodil was upstairs helping 
to wait. He had brought his concertina over, and was 
playing love-songs. It was putting them into better spirits, 
and the evil expression was leaving their eyes; one after 
another they siarted singing, and it began to be quite 
comfortable down there. But just then a message came 
to say that they must make less noise, so the assembly 
broke up, the old people going home, and the young ones 
dispersing in couples according to the friendships of the 
moment. 

Lasse and Pelle wen^: to bed. 

“ What’s Christmas really for ? ” asked Pelle. 

Lasse rubbed* his tliigh reflectively. 

“ It has to be,” he answered hesitatingly. “ Yes, and 
then it’s the time when tlic year turns round and goes 
upwards, you see ! And of course it’s the night when the 
Child Jesus was born too ! ” It took him a long lime to 
produce tins last reason, but when it did come, it was with 
perfect assurance. ” Taking one thing with another, you 
see,” he added after a short pause. 

On the day after Christmas Day there was a kind of 
subscription merrymaking at an enterprising crofter’s 
down in the village ; it was to cost two and a half krones 
a couple for music, sandwiches, and spirits in the middle 
of the night, and coffee towards morning. Gustav and 
Bodil were going. Pelle at any rate saw a little of Christmas 
as it passed, and was as interested in it as if it concerned 
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himseli; and he gave Lasse no rest from liis questions 
that day. So Bodil was still iaithiul to Gustav after all! 

When they got up the next morning, they found 
Gustav lying on the ground by the cow-stab}e door, quite 
helpless, and his good clothes in a sad state. Bbdil was 
not with him. “ Then she’s deceived him,” said Lasse, 
as they helped him in. “ Poor boy! Only seventeen, 
and a wounded heart already ! The women’ll be his ruin 
one of these days, you’ll see ! ” 

At midday, when the farm-labourers’ wives came to 
do the milking, Lasse’s supposition was confirmed : Bodil 
had attached herself to a tailor’s apprentice from tlic 
village, and had left with him in the middle of the night. 
They laughed pityingly at Gustav, and for some time 
after he had to put up with their gibes at his ill-success ; 
but there was only one opinion about Bodil. She was at 
liberty to come and go with whomsoever she liked, but as 
long as Gustav was paying for her amusements, she ought 
to have kept to him. Who but the neighbour would keep 
the hens that ate their grain at home and laid their eggs 
at the neighbour’s ? 

There had as yet been no opportunity to visit Lasse’s 
brother beyond the stone-quarry, but it was to be done 
on the second day of the new year. Between Christmas 
and the New Year, the men did nothing after dark, and it 
was the custom everywhere to help the herdsman with his 
evening occupations. There was nothing of that here; 
Lasse was too old to assert himself, and Pelle too little. 
They might think themselves lucky they did not have to 
do the foddering for the men w'ho went out as well as tlieir 
own. 

But to-day it was to come off; Gustav and Long Ole 
had undertaken to do the evening work. Pelle began to 
look forward to it as soon as he was up—he was up every 
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day by half-past three. But as Lasse used to say, if you 
sing before breakfast you’ll weep before night. 

After dinner, Gustav and Ole were standing grinding 
•chopping-knives down in the lower yard. The trough 
leaked, aftd Pelle had to pour water on the grindstone oht 
of an old kettle. His happiness could be seen on his face. 

“ What are you so pleased about ? ” asked Gustav. 
“ Your eyes are shining like the cat’s in the dark.” 

Pelle told him. 

‘‘I’m afraid you won’t get away! ” said Ole, winking 
at Gustav. ” We shan’t get tlie chaff cut time enough to 
do the foddering. This grindstone’s so confoundedly 
liard to turn, too. If only that handle-turner hadn’t been 
broken ! ” 

Pelle pricked up his ears. ■' Handle-turner ? What’s 
tliat ? ” he asked. 

Gustav sprang round the grindstone, and slapped his 
thigh in enjoyment of thS joke. 

" My goodness, how stupid you arc ! Don’t you even 
know what a hasidlc-.turner is ? It’s a thing you only 
need to put on to the grindstone, and it turns it by itself. 
They’ve got one by-the-way over at Kaase Farm,” he 
said, turning to Ole ; “if only it wasn’t so far away.” 

“ Is it heavy ? ” asked Pelle in a low voice ; everything 
depended upon the answer. “ Can I lift it ? ” His 
voice trembled. 

“ Oh, no, not so awfully heavy. You could carry it 
quite well. But you’d have to be very careful.” 

“ I can run over and fetch it; I’ll carry it very care¬ 
fully.” Pelle looked at them with a face that could not 
but inspire confidence. 

‘‘ Very well; but take a sack with you to put it in. 
And you’ll have to be as careful as the very devil, for it’s 
an expensive thing.” 
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Pelle found a sack and ran off across the fields. He 
was as delighted as a 3'oung kid, plucking at himself and 
everything as he ran, and jumping aside to frighten the. 
crows. He was overflowing with happii}.css. He was' 
sSving the expedition for himself and Father Lasse: Gustav 
and Ole were good men ! He would get back as quickly 
as possible, so that they should not have to toil any more 
at the grindstone. “ What, are you back already ? ” 
they would say, and open their eyes. “ Then you must 
have smashed that precious machine on the way! ” And 
they would take it carefully out of the sack, and it would 
be quite safe and sound. “ Well, you are a wonder of a 
boy ! a perfect prince ! ” they would say. 

When he got to Kaase Farm, they wanted him to go 
in to a Christmas meal while they were putting the machine 
into the sack; but Pelle said No ” and held to it: he had 
not time. So they gave him a piece of cold apple out on 
the steps, so that he should not carry Christmas away. 
Thej' all looked so pleasant, and cverj' one came out when 
he hoisted the sack on his back and set off home. They 
too recommended him to be very careful, and seemed 
anxious, as if he could hardly realise what he was carrying. 

It w’as a good mile between the farms, but it was an 
hour and a half before Pelle reached home, and then he 
was ready to drop. He dared not put down the sack to 
rest, but stumbled on step by step, only resting once by 
leaning against a stone fence. When at last he staggered 
into the j'ard, every one came up to see the neighbour’s 
new handle-turner ; and Pelle was conscious of his own 
importance when Ole carefully lifted the sack from his 
back. He leaned for a moment over towards the wall 
before he regained his balance ; the ground was so strange 
to tread upon now he was rid of his burden ; it pushed 
him away. But Ids face was radiant. 



107 


PELLE THE CONQUEROR 

Gustav opened the sack, which was securely closed, 
and shook out its contents upon the stone pavement. 
.They were pieces of brick, a couple of old ploughshares, 
and other similar things. Pelle stared in bewilderment 
and fear at the rubbish, looking as if he had just dropped 
from another planet; but when laughter broke out on all 
sides, he understood what it all meant, and crouching down, 
hid his face in his hands. He would not cry—not for the 
world ; tliey should not have that satisfaction. He was 
sobbing in his heart, but lie kept his lips tightly closed. 
His body tingled witli rage. Tlic beasts! The wicked 
tievils 1 Suddenly he kicked Gustav on the leg. 

“ Aha, so he kicks, does he ? ” exclaimed Gustav, 
lifting him up into the air. “ Do I'ou vant (o see a little, 
imp from Smaaland ? ” Pellc'. covered his face with his 
arms and kicked to be let down ; and he also made an 
attempt to bite. ‘‘ Eh, and he bites too, the little devil! ” 
Gustav had to hold liim'firmly so as to manage him. He 
held him by the collar, pressing his knuckles against the 
boy’s throat and'maldng him gasp, while he spoke with 
derisive gentleness. “ A clever 5^oungster this! He’s 
scarcely out of long clothes, and wants to fight already 1 ” 
Gustav went on tormenting him; it looked as if he were 
nraking a display of his superior strength. 

“ Well, now we’ve seen that you’re the strongest,” 
said the head man at last, " so let him go ! ” and w'hcn 
Gustav did not respond immediately, he received a blow 
from a clenched fist between his shoulder-blades. Then 
the boy was released, and went over to the stable to Lasse, 
who had seen the whole thing, but had not dared to 
approach. He could do nothing, and his presence would 
only have done harm. 

“Yes, and then there’s our outing, laddie,” he explained, 
bj’ way of excuse, while he was comforting the boy. " 1 
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could very well thrash a puppy like Gustav, but if I did 
we shouldn’t get away this evening, for he wouldn’t do 
our work. And none of the others either, for they all 
stick together like burrs. But you can (Jb it yourself t 
I “verily believe you’d kick the devil himself, right on his 
club-foot! Well, well, it was well done, but you must 
be careful not to waste your powder and shot. It doesn’t 
pay 1 ” 

The boy was not so easily comforted now. Deep down 
in his heart the remembrance of his injury lay and pained 
him, because he had acted in such good faith, and they 
had wounded him in his read}', cheerful confidence. What 
had happened had also stung his pride ; he had walked 
into a trap, made a fool of himself for them. The incident 
burnt into his soul, and greatly influenced his subsequent 
development. He had already found out that a person’s 
word was not always to be relied upon, and he had made 
awkward attempts to get behind’ it. Now he would trust 
nobody straight away any more ; and he had discovered 
how the secret was to be found out.. You obly had to look 
at people’s eyes when they said anything. Both here and 
at Kaase Farm the people had looked so strange about 
the handle-turner, as if they were laughing inside. And 
the bailiff had laughed that time when he promised them 
roast pork and stewed rhubarb every day. They hardly 
ever got anything but herring and porridge. People 
talked with tu'o tongues ; Father Lasse was the only one 
who did not do it. 

Pelle began to be observant of his own face. It was 
the face that spoke, and that was why it went badly with 
him when he tried to escape a thrashing by telling a white 
lie. And to-day’s misfortune had been the fault of his 
face ; if you felt happy, you mustn’t show it. He had 
discovered the danger of letting his mind lie open, and his 
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small organism set to work diligently to grow hard skin to 
draw over its vital parts. 

After supp«r they set off across the fields, hand in hand 
as usual.* As a rule, Pelle chattered unceasingly when 
they were by themselves ; but this evening he was quieter. 
The event of the afternoon was still in his mind, and the 
■''-ming visit gave him a feeling of solemnity. 

Lasse carried a red bundle in his hand, in which was a 
bottle of black-currant rum, which they had got Per Olsen 
to buy in the town the day before, when he had been in to 
swear himself free. It had cost sixty-six ores, and Pelle 
was turning something over in his mind, but did not know 
whether it would do. 

“ Father! ” he said at last. “ Mayn’t I carry that a 
little way ? ” 

“ Gracious! Are j'ou crazy, boy ? It’s an expensive 
article ! And you might 'drop it.” 

‘‘ I wouldn’t drop it. Well, only hold it for a little 
then ? Mayn’t I,•father ? Oh do, father 1 ” 

" Eh, what an idea ! I don’t know what you’ll be like 
soon, if j^ou aren’t stopped ! Upon my word, I think you 
must be ill, you’re getting so tiresome! ” And Lasse 
went on crossly for a little while, but then stopped and 
bent down over the boy. 

“ Hold it then, you little silly, but be very careful! 
And you mustn’t move a single step while you’ve got it, 
mind! ” 

Pelle clasped the bottle to his body with his arms, 
for he dared not trust his hands, and pushed out his stomach 
as far as possible to support it. Lasse stood with his hands 
extended underneath the bottle, ready to catch it if it fell. 

” There ! That’ll do ! ” he said anxiously, and took 
the bottle. 
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" It is heavy! ” said Pelle, admiringly, and went on 
contentedly, holding his father’s hand. 

“ But why had he to swear himself free ? ” he suddenly 
asked. 

’ “ Because he was accused by a girl of being 'the father 
of her child. Haven’t you heard about it ? ” 

Pelle nodded. " Isn’t he, then ? Everybody says he 

is.” 

" I can hardly believe it; it would be certain damnation 
for Per Olsen. But, of course, the girl says it’s him and 
no one else. Ah me ! Girls are dangerous playthings ! 
You must take care when your time comes, for they can 
bring misfortune upon the best of men.” 

“ How do you swear, then ? Do y(ju say ‘ Devil take 
me ’ ? ” 

Lasse could not help laughing. “ No, indeed ! That 
wouldn’t be very good for those that swear false. No, 
j’ou see, in the court all God’s highest ministers arc sitting 
round a table that’s exactly like a liorse-shoc, and beyond 
tliat again there’s an altar with the .crucified Christ Himself 
upon it. On the altar lies a big, big book that’s fasteried 
to the wall with an iron chain, so that the devil can’t carrj- 
it off in the night, and that’s God’s Holy Word. When 
a man swears, he lays his left hand upon the book, and 
holds up his right hand with three lingers in the air ; they’re 
God the Father, Son and Holy Ghost. But if he swears 
false, the Governor can see it at once, because then there 
are red spots of blood on the leaves of the book.” 

“ And what then ? ” asked Pelle, with deep interest. 

“ Well, then his three fingers wither, and it goes on 
eating itself into his body. People like that suffer fright¬ 
fully ; they rot right away.” 

“ Don’t they go to hell, then ? ” 

“ Yes, they do that too, except when they give 
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themselves up and take their punishment, and then they 
escape in the next life ; but they can’t escape withering 
^way.” 

• “ Why doesn’t the Governor take them himself and 

punish them, when he can see in that book that they swote 
false ? ” 

“ Why, because then they’d get off going to hell, and 
there’s an agreement with Satan that he’s to have all those 
that don’t give themselves up, don’t you see ? ” 

Pelle shuddered, and for a little while walked on in 
silence beside his father ; but when he next spoke, he had 
forgotten all about it. 

“ I suppose Uncle Kalle’s ricli, isn’t he ? ” he asked. 

" He can’t be rich, but he’s a land-owner, and that’s 
not a little thing! ” Lasse himself liad never attained to 
more than renting land. 

" When I grow up. I mean to Itave a great big farm,” 
said Pelle, with decision. * 

‘‘ Yes, I’ve no doubt you will,” said Lasse, laughing. 
Not that he also did not expect something great of the boy, 
if not exactly a large farmer. There was no saying, how¬ 
ever. Perhaps some farmer’s daughter might fall in love 
with him ; the men of his family generally had an attraction 
for women. Several of them had given proof of it—his 
brother, for instance, wlio had taken the fancy of a parson’s 
wife. Then Pelle would have to make the most of his 
opportunity so that the family would be ashamed to 
oppose the match. And Pelle was good enough. He had 
that “ cow’s-lick ” on his forehead, fine hair at the back 
of his neck, and a birth-mark on his hip ; and that all 
betokened luck. Lasse went on talking to himself as he 
walked, calculating the boy’s future with large, round 
figures, that yielded a little for him too ; for, however 
great his future might be, it would surely come in time to 
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allow of Lasse’s sharing and enjoying it in his very old 
age. 

They went across country towards the stone-quarry, 
following stone dikes and snow-filled ditches, and working 
their way through the thicket of blackthorn and juniper, 
behind which lay the rocks and “ the Heath.” They 
made their way right into the quarry, and tried in the 
darkness to find the place where the dross was thrown, 
for that would be where the stone-breaking went on. 

A sound of hammering came from the upper end of 
tlie ground, and they discovered lights in several places. 
Beneath a sloping straw screen, from which hung a lantern, 
sat a little, broad man, hammering away at the fragments. 
He worked with peculiar vivacity—struck three blows 
and pushed the stones to one side, another three blows, 
and again to one side ; and while with one hand he pushed 
the pieces away, with the other he placed a fresh fragment 
in position on the stone. It went as busily and evenly 
as the ticking of a watch. 

“ Why, if that isn’t Brother .Kalle sitting there ! ” 
said Lasse, in a voice of surprise as great as if the meeting 
were a miracle from heaven. “ Good evening, Kalle 
Karlsson I How are you ? ” 

The stone-breaker looked up. 

“ Oh, there you are, brother! ” he said, rising with 
difficulty; and the two greeted one another as if they 
had met only the day before. Kalle collected his tools 
and laid the screen down upon them while they talked. 

“ So you break stones too ? Does that bring in any¬ 
thing ? ” asked Lasse. 

. “ Oh, not very much. We get twelve krones a ‘ fathom,’ 
and when I work with a lantern morning and evening, I 
can oreak half a fathom in a week. It doesn’t pay for 
beer, but we live anyhow. But it’s awfully cold work; 
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you can’t keep warm at it, and you get so stiff with sitting 
liftecn hours on the cold stone—as stiff as if you were the 
fatlier of the whole world.” He was walking stiffly in 
Ifront of the cithers across the heath towards a low, hump¬ 
backed cettage. 

" Ah, there comes the moon, now there’s no use lor it! ” 
said Kalle, whose spirits were beginning to rise. “ And, 
my word, what a sight the old dormouse looks ! He must 
have been at a New Year’s feast in heaven.” 

” You’re the same merry devil that you were in the 
old days,” said Lasse. 

” Well, good spirits'll soon be the only lliing to be had 
without paying for.” 

The wall of the house stuck out in a large round lump 
on one side, and Pelle had to go up to it to feel it all over. 
It was most mysterious what there might be on the (jtlicr 
side—perhaps a secret chamber ? He pulled his father’s 
hand inquiringly. ’ 

“ That ? That’s the oven where they bake their bread,” 
said Lasse. ” It’s put there to make more room.” 

.\fter inviting them to enter, Kalle put his head in at 
a door tliat led from the kitchen to the cowshed. “ Hi, 
Maria! You must put your best foot foremost! ” he 
called in a low voice. " The midwife’s here ! ” 

” What in the world does she want ? It’s a stoiy, you 
old fool! ” And the sound of milk squirting into the pail 
began again. 

“ A story, is it ? No, but you must come in and go to 
bed ; she says it’s high time you did. You are keeping up 
much too long this year. Mind what you say, ’ ’ he whispered 
into the cowshed, “ for she is really herc ! And be quick I ” 

They went into the room, and Kalle went groping 
about to light a candle. Twice he took up the matches 
and dropped them again to light it at the fire, but the peat 

1 



II4 PELLE THE CONQUEROR - • ■ 

was burning badly. ‘‘ Ob, bother! ” he said, resolutely 
striking a match at last. “ We don’t have visitors every 
day.” 

“ Your wife’s Danish,” said Lasse, admiringly. “ And. 
you’ve got a cow too ! ” 

” Yes, it’s a biggisli place here,” said Kallc, drawing 
himself up. ” There’s a cat belonging to the establishment 
too, and as many rats as it cares to cat.” 

His wile now appeared, breathless, and looking in 
astonishment at tlie visitors. 

" Yes, the midwife’s gone again,” said Kallc. ‘‘ She 
hadn’t time to-day ; we must put it off till anotlier time. 
But these are important strangers, so you nrust blow y<jur 
nose with 3*our fingers before you gi\'e them jmur hand ! ” 

‘‘Oh, 3'ou old humbug! You can’t take me in. It’s 
Lasso, of course, and Pelle ! ” And she held out her hand. 
She was short, like her husband, was alwaj's smiling, and 
had bowed arms and legs just as he had. Hard work 
and their cheerful temperament gave them both a rotund 
appearance. 

‘‘ There are no end of children here,” said Lasse, looking 
about him. There were tlirec in the turn-up bedstead 
under the windotv—two small ones at one end, and a long, 
twelve-j^ear-old boy at the other, his black feet sticking 
out between the little girls’ heads ; and other beds were 
made up on chairs, in an old kneading-trough, and on the 
floor. 

‘‘ Ye-cs ; we’ve managed to scrape together a few,” 
said Kalle, running about in vain to get sometliing for his 
visitors to sit upon ; everything was being used as beds. 
‘‘ You’ll have to spit on the floor and sit down on that,” 
he said laughing. 

His wife came in, however, rvith a washing-bench and 
an empty beer-barrel. 
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" Sit you down and rest,” she said, placing the seats 
round the table. “ And you must really excuse it, but the 
children must be somewhere.” 

Kalle squeezed himself in and sat down upon the edge 
of the turn-up bedstead. “ Yes, we’ve managed to scrape 
together a few,” he repeated. ‘‘ You must provide for 
your old age while you have the strength. We’ve made up 
the dozen, and started on the next. It wasn’t exactly 
our intention, but mother’s gone and taken us in.” He 
scratched the back of his head, and looked the picture of 
despair. 

His wife was standing in tlie middle of the room. ” Let’s 
hope it won’t be twins this time too,” she said laughing. 

“ Why, that would be a great saving, as we shall have 
to send for the midwife anyhow. People say of mother,” 
he went on, “ that when she’s put the children to bed she 
has to count them to make sure they’re all there ; but 
that’s not true, because she can’t count farther than ten.” 

Here a baby in the alco\-e began to cry, and the mother 
took it up and seated herself on the edge of the turn-up 
bedstead to nurse it. “ And tliis is the smallest,” she 
said, holding it out towards Lasse, who put a crooked 
finger down its neck. 

" What a little fatty ! ” he said softly ; he was fond of 
cliildre.n. " And what’s its name ? ” 

” Slic’s called Dozena Endina, because when she came 
we thought that was to be the last; and she was the 
twelfth too.” 

” Dozena Endina! That’s a mighty fine name 1 ” 
exclaimed Lasse. " It sounds exactly as if she might be a 
princess.” 

” Yes, and the one before’s called Ellen—from eleven, 
of course. That’s her in the kneading-trough,” said Kalle. 
“ The one before that again is Tentius, and then Nina, and 
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Otto. The ones before that weren’t named in that way, 
for we hadn’t thought then that there’d be so many. But 
that’s all mother’s fault; if sire only puts a p?,tch on my 
working-trousers, things go wrong at once.” 

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself, trying to get 
out of it like that,” said his wife, shaking her finger at him. 
“ But as for that,” she went on, turning to Lasse, “ I’m 
sure the others have nothing to complain of either, as far 
as their names arc concerned. Albert, Anna, Alfred, 
Albinus, Anton, Alma, and Alvilda—let me sec, yes, that’s 
the lot. None of them can say they’ve not been treated 
fairly. Father was all for A at that time ; they were all 
to rhyme with A. Poetry’s always come so easy to him.” 
She looked admiringly at her husband. 

Kallc blinked his eyes in bashfulness. “ No, but it’.s 
the first letter, you sec, and it sounds prett} ,” he said 
modestly. 

“ Isn’t he clever to think of a thing like that ? He ought 
to have been a student. Now viy head would never har'c 
been any good for anything of that sort. He wanted, 
indeed, to have the names both begin and end with :\, 
but that wouldn’t do with the bo3's, so he had to give that 
up. But then he hasn’t had any book-learning either.” 

“ Oh, that’s too bad, mother ! I didn’t give it up. I’d 
made up a name for the first boy that had A at the end 
too ; but then the priest and the clerk objected, and I had 
to let it go. They objected to Dozena Endina too. but I 
put my foot down ; for I can be angry if I’m irritated too 
long. I’ve alwa57s liked to have some connection and 
meaning in everything ; and it’s not a bad idea to have 
something that those who look deeper can find out. Now, 
have you noticed anything special about two of these 
names ? ” 

" No,” answered Lasse, hesitatingly, “ I don’t know 
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that I have. But I haven’t got a head for that sort of 
thing cither.” 

“ Well, look here ! Anna and Otto are exactly the same, 
whether yo.i read them forwards or backwards—exactly 
the same. I’ll just show you.” He took down a child’s 
slate that was hanging on the wall with a stump of slate- 
pencil, and began laboriously to write the names. ‘‘ Now, 
look at this, brother ! ” 

“ I can’t read,” said Lasse, shaking his head hopelessly. 
" Does it really give the same both ways ? The deuce ! 
That is remarkable ! ” He could not get over his astonish¬ 
ment. 

” But now comes something that’s still more remark¬ 
able,” said Kallc, looking over the top of the slate at his 
brother with the gaze of a thinker surveying the universe. 
” Otto, which can be read from both ends, means, of 
course, eight ; but if I draw the figure 8, it can be turned 
upside down, and still’be the same. Look here!” He 
wrote the figure eight. 

Lasse turned the slate up and down, and peered at it. 

” Yes, upon my word, it is the same ! Just look here, 
Polle ! It’s like the cat that always comes down upon its 
feet, no matter how you drop it. Lord bless my soul 1 
how nice it must be to be able to spell! How did you learn 
it, brother ? ” 

“ Oh,” saidKalle, in a tone of superiority. “ I’ve sat 
and looked on a little W'hen mother’s been teaching the 
children their ABC. It’s nothing at all if your upper 
storey’s all right.” 

“ Pelle’ll be going to schoolsoon,”said Lasse, reflectively. 

And then perhaps I could—for it would be nice. But I 
don’t suppose I’ve got the head for it, do you ? No, I’m 
sure I haven’t got the head for it,” he repeated in quite a 
despairing tone. 
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Kalle did not seem inclined to contradict liim, but 
Pelle mad up his mind that some day he would teach his 
father to read and write—much better than \hicle Kalle 
, could. ( 

■“ But we’re quite forgetting that we brought a Christ¬ 
mas bottle with us ! ” said Lasse, untying the handkerchief. 

“You av& a fellow! ’’ exclaimed Kalle, walking de¬ 
lightedly round the table on which the bottle stood. 
“ You couldn’t have given us anytliing better, brother; 
it’ll come in handy for the christening-party. ‘ Black 
Currant Rum ’—and with a gold border—how grand! ’’ 
He held the label up towards the light, and looked round 
with pleasure in his eyes. Tlien he hesitatingly opened 
the cupboard in the wall. 

“ The visitors ought to taste what they brought,’’ 
said his wife. 

“ That’s just what was bothering me ! ’’ said Kalle, 
turning round with a disconsolai,e laugh. “ For they 
ought, of course But if the cork’s once drawn, you know 
how it disappears.’’ He reached out slowly for the cork¬ 
screw whicii hung on a nail. 

But Lasse would not hear of it ; he would not taste 
the beverage for the world. Was black-currant rum a 
thing for a poor beggar like him to begin drinking—and 
on a weekday, too ? No, indeed ! 

“ Yes, and you’ll be coming to the christening-party, 
you two, of course,’’ said Kalle, relieved, putting the 
bottle into the cupboard. “ But we’ll have a ‘ cuckoo,’ 
for there’s a drop of spirits left from Christmas Eve, and 
I expect mother’ll give us coffee.’’ 

" I’ve got the coffee on,’’ answered his wife cheerfully. 

“ Did 5’ou ever know such a wife ! You can never 
wish for an}ffhing but what it’s there already ! ’’ 

Pelle wondered where his two herding-comrades. 
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Alfred and Albinus, were. They were away at their summer 
places, taking their share of the good Christmas fare, and 
. would not 1 e back before “ Knut.” “ But this fellow here’s 
• not to be dtspised,” said Kalle, pointing to the long boy 
in the turn-up bed. “ Shall we have a look at hiiri ? ” 
And, pulling out a straw, he tickled the boy’s nose with 
it. " Get up, my good Anton, and harness the horses to 
the wheelbarrow ! We’re going to drive out in state.” 

The boy sat up and began to rub his eyes, to Kalle’s 
great delight. At last he discovered that there were 
strangers present, and drew on his clothes, which had 
been doing duty as his pillow. Pelle and he became good 
friends at once, and began to pla}'; and then Kalle hit 
upon the idea of letting the other children share in the 
merry-making, and he and the two bo3's went round and 
tickled tliem awake, all the six. His wife protested, but 
only faintly ; she was laughing all the time, and herself 
helped them to dress, ’while she kept on sa\’ing ; ‘‘Oh, 
what foolishness! Upon my word, I never knew the like 
of it 1 Then this one shan’t be left out either! ” she 
added .suddenly, drawing the youngest out of the alcove. 

‘‘ Then that’s the eight,” said Kalle, pointing to the 
flock. “ They fill the room well, don’t they ? Alma and 
Alvilda are twins, as j'ou can see. And so are Alfred and 
Albinus, who are away now for Christmas. They’re going 
to be confirmed next summer, so they’ll be off my hands.” 

‘‘ Then where are the two eldest ? ” asked Lasse. 

‘‘ Anna’s in service in the north, and Albert’s at sea, 
out with a whaler just now. He’s a fine fellow. He sent 
us his portrait in the autumn. Won’t you show it us. 
Maria ? ” 

His wife began slowly to look for it, but could not find it. 

‘‘ I think I know where it is, mother,” said one of the 
little girls over and over again ; but as no one heard what 
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she said, she climbed up on to the bench, and took down 
an old Bible from the shelf. The photograph was in it. 

“ He is a fine fellow, and no mistake! ” <taid Lasse. 
“ There’s a p-air of shoulders ! He’s not like' our family ; 
it rhust be from yours, Maria, that he’s got that carriage,” 

“ He’s a Kongstnip,” .said Kalle, in a low tone, 

“ Oh, indeed, is he ? ” said Lasse, hesitatingly, recollect¬ 
ing Johanna Phil’s stor3^ 

“ Maria was, housemaid at the farm, and he talked 
her over as he has done with so many. It was before my 
time, and he did what he ought.” 

Maria was standing looking from one to the other of 
them with a meaningless smile, but her forehead was 
flushed. 

“ There’s gentle blood in that boy,” said Kalle, ad- 
miringh’. “ He holds his head differently from the others. 
And he’s good—so tremendously good.” Maria came 
slowly up to him, leaned her arm’upon his shoulder, and 
looked at the picture with him. ” He is good, isn’t he, 
mother ? ” said Kalle, stroking her face. 

“ And so well-dressed lie is too ! ” exclaimed Lasse. 

“ Yes, he takes care of his money. He’s not dissipated, 
like his father ; and he’s not afraid of parting with a ten- 
krone note when he’s at home here on a visit.” 

There was a rustling at the inner door, and a little, 
wrinkled old woman crept out on to the threshold, feeling 
her way with her feet, and holding her hands before her 
face to protect it. ‘‘Is any one dead ? ” she asked as she 
faced the room. 

‘‘ Why, there’s grandmother ! ” said Kalle. “ I thouglit 
jmu’d be in your bed.” 

“ And so I was, but then I heard there were strangers 
here, and one likes to hear the news. Have there been 
any deaths in the parish ? ” 
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“ No, grandmother, there haven’t. People have some- 
thing better to do than to die. Here’s some one come to 
court you, a \d that’s much better. This is mother-in-law,” 
be said, turning to the others; “so you can guess what 
she’s liktf.” 

“ Just you come here, and I’ll mother-in-law you! ” 
said the old lady, with a feeble attempt to enter into the 
gaiety. “ Well, welcome to this house then,” she said, 
extending her hand. 

Kalle stretched his out first, but as soon as she touched 
it, slie pushed it aside, saying: “ Do j'ou think I don’t 
know you, you fool ? ” She felt Lasse’s and Pelle’s hands 
for a long time with her soft fingers before slie let them go. 
“ No, I don’t know you ! ” she said. 

“ It’s Brother Lasse and his son dc)wn from Stone 
Farm,” Kalle informed her at last. 

“ Ay, is it really ? Well, I never! And you’ve come 
over the sea too! Well, here am I, an old body, going 
about here quite alone ; and I’ve lost my sight too.” 

“ But you’re hot qtHte alone, grandmother,” said Kalle, 
laughing. “ There are two grown-ups and half a score of 
children about you all day long.” 

” Ah yes, you can say what you like, but all those I 
was young with are dead now, and many others that I’ve 
seen grow up. Every week some one that I know dies, 
and here am I still living, only to be a burden to others.” 

Kalle brought in the old lady’s arm-chair from her 
room, and made her sit down. “ What’s all that nonsense 
about ? ” he said reproachfully. “ Why, you pay for 
yourself 1 ” 

“ Pay! Oh dear ! They get twenty krones a year 
for keeping me,” said the old woman to the company in 
general. 

The coffee came in, and Kalle poured brandy into the 
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cups of all the elder people. “ Now, grandmother, you 
must cheer up! ” he said, touching her cup with his. 
“ Where the pot boils for twelve, it boils for t) e thirteenth 
as well. Your health, grandmother, and ihay you still 
livfe many years to be a burden to us, as you call ilr! ” 

“ Yes, I know it so well, I know it so well,” said the 
old woman, rocking backwards and forwards. “You 
mean so well by it all. But with so little wish to live, 
it’s hard that I should take the food out of the others’ 
mouths. The cow eats, and the cat eats, the children 
eat, we all eat; and where are you, poor things, to get it 
all from 1 ” 

“ Say ‘ poor thing ’ to him who has no head, and pity 
him who has two,” said Kalle, gaily. 

“ How much land have you ? ” asked Lasse. 

“ Five acres ; but it’s most of it rock.” 

“ Can you manage to feed the cow on it then ? ” 

“ Last year it was pretty bad.' We had to pull the roof 
off the outhouse, and use it for fodder last winter ; and 
it’s thrown us back a little. But dear mC, it made the loft 
all the higher.” Kalle laughed. “ And now there’ll 
always be more and more of the children getting able to 
keep themselves.” 

“ Don’t those who are grown up give a hand too ? ” 
asked Lasse. 

“ How can they ? When you’re young, you can use 
what you’ve got yourself. They must take their pleasures 
while there’s time ; they hadn’t many while they were 
children, and once they’re married and settled they’ll 
have something else to think about. Albert is good 
enough when he’s at home on a visit; last time he gave 
us ten krones and a krone to each of the children. But 
when they’re out, you know how the money goes if they 
don’t want to look mean beside their companions. Anna’s 
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f)ne of tliose who can spend all they get on clothes. She’s 
willing enough to do without, but she never has a farthing, 
and hardly ,■>. rag to her body, for all that she’s for ever 
buying.” 

“No,"She’s the strangest creature,” said her mother. 
“ She never can make anything do.” 

The turn-up bedstead was shut to give room to sit 
round the table, and an old pack of cards was produced. 
Every one was to play except the two smallest, who were 
really too little to grasp a card ; Kalle wanted, indeed, to 
have them too, but it could not be managed. They played 
beggar-my-neighbour and Black Peter. Grandmother’s 
cards had to be read out to her. 

The conversation still went on among the elder people. 

“ How do you like working for the farmer at Slone 
Farm ? ” asked Kalle. 

“ Wc don’t see much of the farmer himself; he’s pretty 
nearly always out, or sleeping after a night on the loose. 
But he’s nice enough in other ways ; and it’s a house 
w liere they feed you properly.” 

“ Well, there are places where the food’s worse,” said 
Kalle, “ but there can’t be many. Most of them, certainly, 
are better.” 

“ Arc they really? ” asked Lasse, in surprise. “Well, 
I don’t complain as far as the food’s concerned ; but there’s 
a little too much for us two to do, and then it’s so miserable 
to hear that woman crying nearly the whole time. I 
wonder if he ill-treats her ; they say not.” 

“I’m sure he doesn’t,” said Kalle. “ Even if he 
wanted to—as you can very well understand he might— 
lie dursn’t. He’s afraid of her, .for she’s possessed by a 
devil, you know.” 

“ They say she’s a were-wolf at night,” said Lasse, 
looking as if he expected to see a ghost in one of the corners. 
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“ She’s a poor body, wlio has her own troubles,” said 
Maria, ” and every woman knows a little what that means. 
And the farmer’s not all kindness either, even^if he doesn’t 
beat her. She feels his unfaithfulness more than she’d 
feel any tiling else.” » 

” Oh, you wives always take one another’s part,” said 
Kalle, “ but other people have eyes too. What do you 
say, grandmother ? You know that better than any one 
else.” 

“ Well, I know something about it at any rate,” said 
the old woman. “ I remember the time when Kongstrup 
came to the island as well as if it had been yesterday. 
He owned nothing more than the clothes he wore, but he 
was a fine gentleman for all that, and lived in Copenhagen.” 

*' What did he want over here ? ” asked Lasse. 

“ What did he want ? To look for a young girl with 
money, I suppose. He wandered about on the heath here 
with his gun, but it wasn’t foxes he was after. She was 
fooling about on the heath too, admiring the wild scenery, 
and nonsense like that, and behaving ’ half like a man, 
instead of being kept at home and taught to spin and 
make porridge ; but she was the only daughter, and was 
allowed to go on just as she liked. And then she meets 
this spark from the town, and they become friends. He 
was a curate or a pope, or something of the sort, so 
you can’t wonder that the silly girl didn't know what she 
was doing.” 

“ No, indeed ! ” said Lasse. 

” There’s always been something all wrong with the 
women of that family,” the old woman continued. “ They 
say one of them once gave herself to Satan, and since 
then he’s had a claim upon them and ill-treats them when¬ 
ever the moon’s waning, whether they like it or not. He 
has no power over the pure, of course; but niien these 
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two.had got to know one another, things went wrong with 
her too. He must have noticed it, and tried to get off, tor 
they said tiiat the old farmer ot Stone Farm compelled 
him with his gun to take her for his wife ; and he was a 
hard old dog, who’d have shot a man down as soon as look 
at him. But he was a peasant through and through, 
who wore home-woven clothes, and wasn’t afraid of working 
from sunrise to sunset. It wasn’t like what it is now, 
with debts and drinking and card-playing, so people had 
something then.” 

" Well, now they'd like to tlircsh the corn while it’s 
still standing, and they sell the calves before they’re 
born,” said Kalle. “ But I say, grandmother, 3’ou’re 
Black Peter! ” 

” That comes of kdting one's tongue run on and for¬ 
getting to look after one’s self 1 ” said the old lad\'. 

” Grandmother’s got to have her face blacked ! ” cried 
the children. She begged to be let off, as she was just 
v'ashed for the night ; but the children blacked a cork in 
the stove and sufrounded her, and she was given a black 
streak down her nose. Er-cry one laughed, both old and 
30ung, and grandmother lauglicd with them, sa3'ing it 
was a good thing she could not see it herself. ‘‘ It’s an 
ill wind,” she said, *' that blows nobody any good. But 
1 should like to have my sight again,” she went on, “ if 
it’s only for five minutes, before I die. It w'ould be nice 
to see it all once more, now that the trees and everything 
have growm so, as Kalle says they have. The whole 
country must have changed. And I’ve never seen the 
youngest children at all.” 

” They say that they can talie blindness away over in 
Copenhagen,” said Kalle to his brother. 

It would cost a lot of money, w'ouldn’t it ? ” asked 
Lasse, 
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“It would cost a hundred krones at the very least, “ the 
grandmother remarked. 

Kalle looked thoughtful. “ If we were to sfll the whole 
blooming thing, it would be funny if there wasn’t a hundred 
krones over. And then grandmother could have her sight 
again.” 

“ Goodness gracious me ! ” exclaimed the old woman. 
" Sell your house and home ! You must be out of your 
mind ! Throw away a large capital upon an old, worn-out 
thing like me, that has one foot in the grave ! I couldn’t 
wish for anything better than what I have ! ” She had 
tears in her eyes. “ Pray God I mayn’t bring about such 
a misfortune in my old age ! ” 

“Oh, rubbish ! We’re still j’oung,” said Kalle. " We 
could very well begin something new, Maria and me.” 

“ Have none of you lieard how Jacob Kristian’s \\idf)W 
is ? ” asked the old lady by way of changing the subject. 
“ I’ve got it into my liead that she’ll go first, and then me. 
I heard the crow calling over there last night.” 

“ That’s our nearest neighbour on the'heath,” explained 
Kalle. “ Is she failing now ? There’s been nothing, the 
matter with her tliis winter that 1 know of.” 

" Well, yoti maj’ be sure tlicrc’s something,” said tlic 
old woman, positixely. “ Let one of the children run over 
tliere in the morning.” 

“ Yes, if you’ve had warning. Jacob Kristian gave 
good enough warning himself when he went and died. 
But we v’ere good friends for many years, he and me.” 

" Did he show himself ? ’’ asked Lasse, solemnly. 

“ No ; but one night—nasty October weather it was— 
I was woke by a knocking at the outside door. That’s a 
good three years ago. Maria heard it too, and we lay and 
talked about whether I should get up. We got no further 
than talking, and we were just dropping off again, when 
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the knocking began again, I jumped up, put on a pair of 
trousers, and opened the door a craek, but there was no 
one there. \ That’s strange ! ’ I said to Maria, and got into 
bed again ; but I’d searcely got the clothes over me, when 
there was a knocking for the third time. I was cross then, 
and lighted tlie lantern and went round the house; but 
there was nothing either to be seen or heard. But in the 
morning there came word to say that Jacob Kristian had 
died in the night just at that time,” 

Pclle, who had sat and listened to the conversation, 
pressed close up to his father in fear; but Lasse himself 
did not look particularly valiant. “ It’s not always nice 
to have anything to do v ith the dead,” he said. 

■' Oh, nonsense ! If you’ve done no harm to any one, 
and given everybody tlicir due, what can they do to 
you ? ” said Kalle. The grandinother said nothing, but 
sat shaking her head very signilicantly. 

Maria now placed upon the table a jar of dripping and 
a large loaf of rye-bread. 

" That’s tlic ^oosc,” said Kalle, merrily sticking his 
sheath-knife into the loaf. *' We haven’t begun it yet. 
There are prunes inside. And that’s goose-fat. Help 
yourselves! ” 

After that Lasse and Pelle had to think about getting 
home, and began to tie handkerchiefs round their necks ; 
but the others did not want to let them go 3'et. They 
went on talking, and Kalle made jokes to keep them a 
little longer. But suddenly he turned as grave as a 
judge ; there was a low sound of crjing out in the little 
passage, and some one took hold of the handle of the door 
and let go of it again. “ Upon my word, it’s ghosts 1 ” he 
exclaimed, looking fearfully from one to another. 

The sound of crying was heard again, and Maria, clasping 
her hands together, exclaimed: “ Why, it’s Anna 1 ” and 
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quickly opened the door. Anna entered in tear§, apd was 
attacked on all sides with surprised inquiries, to M'hich her 
sobs were her only answer. .1 

“ And you’ve been given a holiday to come and see as 
at'Christmas time, and you come home crying !, You are 
a nice one! ” said Kalle, laughing. “You must give her 
something to suck, mother ! ’’ 

" I’ve lost my place,” the girl at last got out between 
her sobs. 

“ No, surely not! ” exclaimed Kalle, in changed tones. 
“ But what for ? Have you been stealing ? Or been 
impudent ? ” 

“ No, but the master accused me of being too thick 
with his son.” 

In a flash the mother’s eyes darted from the girl’s face 
to her figure, and siie too burst into tears. 

Kalle could sec nothing, but he caught his wife’s 
action and understood. “ Oh! ” he said quietly. " Is 
that it ? ” The little man was like a big child in the way 
the different expressions came and went upon his good- 
natured face. At last tlie smile triumphed again. “ Well, 
well, that’s capital! ” he exclaimed, laughing. “ Shouldn’t 
good children take the work off their parents’ shoulders as 
they grow up and are able to do it ? Take off your things, 
Anna, and sit down. I expect you’re hungry, aren’t you ? 
And it couldn’t have happened at a better time, as we’ve 
got to have the midwife anyhow! ” 

Lasse and Pelle drew their neckerchiefs up over their 
mouths after taking leave of every one in the room, Kalle 
circling round them restlessly, and talking eagerly. “ Come 
again soon, you two, and thanks for this visit and your 
present. Brother Lasse! Oh yes! ” he said suddenly at 
the outside door, and laughed delightedly; “ it’ll be 
something grand—brother-in-law to the farmer in a way! 
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Oh, fie, Kalle Karlsson ! You and I’ll be giving ourselves 
airs now!,” He went a little way along the path with 
them, talking eJl the time. Lasse was quite melancholy 
over it. 

Pelledcnew quite well that what had happened to Anna 
was looked upon as a great disgrace, and could not under¬ 
stand how Uncle Kalle could seem so happy. “ Ah, yes,” 
said Lasse, as they stumbled along among the stones. 
“ Kalle’s just like what he always was I He laughs where 
others would cry.” 

It was too dark to go across the fields, so they took the 
ejuarry road south to get down to the high-road. At the 
cross-roads, the fourth arm of u'hich led down to the village, 
stood the country-shop, which was also a hedge-alehouse. 

As they approached the alehouse, they heard a great 
noise inside. Then the door burst open, and some men 
poured out, rolling the figure of a man before them on the 
ground. “ The police have taken them by surprise! ” 
said Lasse, and drew the boy with him out into the ploughed 
field, so as to gel past without being seen. But at that 
moment some one placed a lamp in the window, and they 
were discovered. 

“ There’s the Stone Farm herdsman 1 ” said a voice. 
" Hi, Lasse ! Come here ! ” They went up and saw a man 
lying face downwards on tlie ground, kicking ; his hands 
were tied behind his back, and he could not keep his face 
out of the mud. 

” Why, it’s Per Olsen 1 ” exclaimed Lasse. 

“ Yes, of course ! ” said the shopkeeper. ” Can’t you 
take him home with you ? He’s not right in his head.” 

Lasse looked hesitatingly at - the boy, and then back 
again. ” A raving man ? ” he said. ” We two can’t 
alone.” 

” Oh, his hands are tied. You’ve only got to hold 

K 



130 PELLE THE CONQUEROR 

the end of the rope and lie’ll go along quietly with you,” 
said one of the men. They were quarrymen from the stone- 
quarry. “ You’ll go with them quietly, won’t you ? ” ho 
asked, giving the man a kick in the side with the toe of his 
wooden shoe. 

” Oh dear ! Oh dear ! ” groaned Per Olsen. 

“ What’s he done ? ” asked Lasse. ” And why have 
you ill-used him so ? ” 

“ We had to thrash him a little, because he was going to 
chop off one of his thumbs. He tried it several times, the 
beast, and got it half oft; and we had to beat him to make 
him stop.” And they showed Lasse the man’s thumb, 
which was bleeding. ” Such an animal to begin cutting and 
hacking at himself because he’s drunk half a pint of gin I 
If he wanted to fight, there were men enough here without 
that I ” 

“ It must be tied up, or he’ll bleed to death, poor 
fellow! ” said Lasse, slowly drawing out his red pocket- 
handkerchief. It was his best handkercliief, and it had 
just been washed. The shopkeeper came with a bottle, 
and poured spirit over the thumb, so that the cold should 
not get into it. The wounded man screamed and beat his 
face upon the ground. 

“ Won’t one of you come with us ? ” asked Lasse. But 
no one answered; they wanted to have nothing to do 
with it, in case it should come to the ears of the magistrate, 
” Well, then, we two must do it with God’s help,” he said, 
in a trembling voice, turning to Pelle. “ But you can help 
him up at any rate, as you knocked him down.” 

They lifted him up. His face was bruised and bleeding ; 
in their eagerness to save his finger, they had handled him 
so rouglily that he could scarcely stand. 

” It’s Lasse and Pelle,” said the old man, trying to wipe 
his face. " You know us, don’t you, Per Olsen. We’ll 
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go home with you il you’ll be good and not hurt ua; we 
mean well by you, we two.” 

. Per Olsen stood and ground his tectli, trembling all over 
Jiis body. " Oh dear, oh dear! ” was all he said. There 
was white foam at the corners of his mouth. 

Lasse gave Pclle the end of the rope to hold. ” He’s 
grinding his teeth ; the devil’s busy with him already,” 
he whispered. ” But if he tries to do any liarm, just you 
pull with all your might at the rope ; and il the worst 
comes to the worst, we must jump over the ditch.” 

Tiiey now set off homewards, Lasse holding Per Olsen 
under the arm, for he staggered and would liave fallen at 
almost every step. He kept on murmuring to himself or 
grinding his teeth. 

Pclle trudged behind, holding the rope. Cold shivers 
lan down his back, partly from fear, partly from secret 
satisfaction. He had now seen some one whom he knew 
to be doomed to perdition ! So those who became devils 
in the next world looked like Per Olsen ? But he wasn't 
unkind ! He was the nicest of the farm men to Pelle, and 
he had bought that bottle for them—yes, and had advanced 
the money out of his own pocket until May-day ! 



VIII 

Oh ! what a pace she was driving at! Tiie farmer wliipped 
up the grey stallion, and sat looking steadily out over the 
fields, as if he had no suspicion that any one was following 
him ; but his wife certainly did not mind. She whipped 
the bay as liard as she could, and did not care who saw her. 

And it was in broad daylight that they were playing 
the fool like this on the high-road, instead of keeping their 
quarrels within four walls as decent people did! It was 
true enough that gentle folks had no feeling of shame in 
them ! 

Then she called out and stood up in the trap to beat the 
horse—with the handle even ! Couldn’t she let him drive 
out in peace to his fair charmer, whoever she was, and 
make it warm for him wlien he came home ? How could 
she do the same thing over and over again for twenty years ? 
Really women were persevering creatures! 

And how he could be bothered ! Having everlasting 
disturbances at home for the sake of some hotel landlady 
or some other w’oman, who could not be so very different 
to be with than his own wife! It would take a long- 
suffering nature to be a brute in that way ; but that must 
be what they call love, properly speaking ! 

The threshing-machine had come to a standstill, and the 
people at Stone Farm were hanging out of the doors and 
windows, enjoying it royally. It was a race, and a sight 
for the gods to see the bay mare gaining upon the stallion ; 

1.12 
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why, it was like having two Sundays in one week ! Lasse 
had coni:> round the corner, and was iollowing lire mad 
• race, his hand shading his eyes. Never had he known such 
*a woman ; Bengta was a perfect lamb compared to her ! 
The fawner at Kaase Farm, who was standing at his gate 
when tliey dashed past, was secretly of the same opinion ; 
and the workers in the fields dropped their implements, 
stared and were scandalised at the sight. 

At last, for very shame, he had to stop and turn round. 
She crawled over into his carriage, and the bay followed 
quietly with her empty vehicle. She put her arm about 
his shoulder, and looked happy and triumphant, exactly 
like the district policeman when he has had a successful 
chase ; but he looked like a criminal of the worst kind. 
In this way they came driving back to the farm. 

One day Kalle came to borrow ten krones and to invite 
Lasse and Pelle to the christening-party on the following 
Sunday. Lasse, with some difficulty, obtained the money 
from the bailiff up in the office, but to the invitation they 
had to say “No, thank you,’’ hard though it was; it was 
(juite out of the question for them to get off again. Another 
day the hearf man had disappeared. He had gone in the 
night, and had taken his big chest with him, so some one 
must have helped him ; but the other men in the room 
swore solemnly that they had noticed nothing, and the 
bailiff, fume as he might, was obliged to give up the 
attempt to solve the mystery. 

One or two things of this kind happened that made a 
stir for a day or two, but with these exceptions the winter 
was hard to get through. Darkness ruled for the greater 
part of the twenty-four hours, and it was never quite light 
in the corners. The cold, too, was hard to bear, except 
when you were in the comfortable stable. In there it was 
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always warm, and Pellc was not afraid of going about in 
the thickest darkness. In the servants’ room/they sat 
moping through the long evenings without anything to 
occupy themselves with. They took very little notice oft 
the girls, but sat playing cards for gin, or telling‘horrible 
stories that made it a most venturesome thing to run 
across the yard down to the stable wiien you had to go 
to bed. 

Per Olsen, on account of his good behaviour, w^as raised 
to the position of head man when the other ran away. 
Lasse and Pelle were glad of this, for he took their part 
when they were put upon by any one. He had become a 
decent fellow in every respect, hardly ever touched spirits, 
and kept his clothes in good order. He was a little too 
quiet even for the old day-labourers of the farm and their 
wives ; but they knew the reason of it and liked him 
because he took the part of the weak and because of the fate 
that hung over him. They said he was ahvays listening ; 
and when he seemed to be listening within to the unknown, 
they avoided as far as possible disturbing him. 

“ You’ll see he’ll free himself; the Evil One’ll have 
no claim upon him,” W'as the opinion of both Lasse and the 
labourers’ wives when they discussed Per Olsen’s prospects 
at the Sunday milking. “ There are some people that 
even the Almighty can’t find anything to blame for.” 

Pelle listened to this, and tried every day to peep at 
the scar on Per Olsen’s thumb. It would surely disappear 
wdien God removed his judgment! 

During most of the winter Pelle drove the horse for the 
threshing-machine. All day he trotted round upon the 
horse-way outside the farm, over his wooden shoes in 
trodden-down snow and manure. It w^as the most in¬ 
tolerable occupation that life had yet offered him. He 
could not even carve, it was too cold lor his fingers; and 
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lie felt lonely. As a herd-boy he was his own master, 
and a thousand things called to him ; but here he had to 
^0 round and round behind a bar, always round. His one 
.diversion w'as to keep count of the times he drove round, 
‘but thaj: was a fatiguing employment and made you even 
duller than the everlasting going round, and you could not 
leave off. Time held nothing of interest, and short as it 
was the day seemed endless. 

As a rule, Pelle aw’oke happy, but now every morning 
w'hen he woke he was weary of everything; it was to be 
that everlasting trudging round behind the bar. After a 
time doing this for about an hour used to make him fail 
into a state of half-sleep. The condition came of itself, 
and he longed for it before it came. It was a kind of 
vacuity, in which he wished for nothing and took no interest 
m anytliing, but only staggered along mechanically at the 
back of tlie bar. The machine buzzed unceasingly, and 
helped to maintain the condition ; the dust kept pouring 
out at the window, and the time passed imperceptibly. 
Generally now dinner or evening surpiised him, and some¬ 
times it seemed to him that the horses had only just been 
harnessed when some one came out to help him in with 
them. He had arrived at the condition of torpor that is 
the only mercy that life vouchsafes to condemned prisoners 
and people who spend their lives beside a machine. But 
there was a sleepiness about him even in his free time ; he 
was not so lively and eager to know about everything ; 
Father Lasse missed his innumerable questions and little 
devices. 

Now and again he was roused for a moment out of his 
condition by the appearance at the window of a black, 
perspiring face, that swore at him because he was not 
driving evenly. He knew then that Long Ole had taken 
the place of Per Olsen, whose business it was to feed the 
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machine. It sometimes happened, too, that the lash-of 
the whip caught on the axle and wound round f'., so that 
the whole thing had to be stopped and drawn backwards : 
and that day he did not fall into a doze again. 

In March the larks appeared and brought a little life. 
Snow still lay in the hollows, but their singing reminded 
Pelle warmly of summer and grazing cattle. And one day 
he was wakened in his tramp round and round by seeing 
a starling on the roof of the house, whistling and preening 
its feathers in delight. On that day the sun shone brightly, 
and all heaviness was gone from the air ; but the sea was 
still a pale grey down there. 

Pelle began to be a Imman being again. It was spring, 
and then, too, in a couple of days the threshing would be 
finished. But after all, the chief tiring was that waistcoat- 
pocket of his ; that was enough to put life into its owner. 
He ran round in a trot behind the bar ; he had to drive 
quickly now in order to get done, 'or every one else was in 
the middle of spring ploughing already. When he pressed 
his hand against his chest, he could distinctly feel the 
paper it was wrapped in. For it was still there, wasn’t it ? 
It would not do to open the paper and look ; he must find 
out by squeezing. 

Pelle had become the owner of fifty 6res—a perfectly 
genuine fifty-ore piece. It was the first time he had ever 
possessed anything more than two and one ore pieces, and 
he had earned it by his own cleverness. 

It was on Sunday, when the men had had a visit from 
some quarrymen, and one of them had hit upon the idea 
of sending for some birch-fat to have with their dram, 
.Pelle was to run to the village shop for it, and he was 
given a half-krone and injunctions to go in the back way, 
as it was Sunday. Pelle had not forgotten his experience 
at Christmas, and kept watch upon their faces. They 
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were all doing their best to smooth them out and busy 
themselves with one thing and another ; and Gustav, 
^ho gave him the money, kept turning his face away and 
looking at something out in the yard. 

When he stated his errand, the shopman’s wife broke 
into a laugh. “ I say, don’t you know better than that ? ” 
she exclaimed. “ Why, wasn’t it you who fetched the 
handle-turner too ? You’ve all found that very useful, 
haven’t you ? ” 

Pelle turned crimson. “ I thought they were making 
fun of me, but I didn’t dare say no,” he said in a lovv voice. 

” No, one has to play the fool sometimes, whether one 
is it or not,” said the woman. 

‘‘ Wliat is birch-fat, then ? ” asked Pelle. 

” Why, my gracious! You must have had it many a 
time, you little imp! But it shows how often you have 
to put up with things you don’t know the name of.” 

A light dawned upon Pelle. ” Does it mean a thrashing 
with a birch-rod ? ” 

" Didn’t I say you knew it ? ” 

” No, I’ve only had it with a whip—on my legs.” 

” Well, well, you needn’t mind that; the one may be 
just as good as the other. But now sit down and drink a 
cup of coffee while I wrap up the article for them.” She 
pushed a cup of coffee with brown sugar towards him, and 
began ladling out soft soap on to a piece of paper. “ Here,” 
she said. “ You give them that: it’s the best birch-fat. 
And you can keep the money yourself.” 

Pelle was not courageous enough for this arrangement. 

” Very well, then,” she said. ‘‘ I’ll keep the money for 
you. They shan’t make fools of us both. And then you 
can get it yourself. But now you must put on a bold 
face.” 

Pelle did put on a bold face, but he was decidedly 
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nervous. The men swore at the loss of the half-krone,/ina 
called him the “ greatest idiot upon God’s grecri earth ” ; 
but he had the satisfaction of knowing that that w^s 
because he )iad not been stupid enough. And the half¬ 
krone was his ! 

A hundred times a day he felt it without wearing it 
out. Here at last was something the possession of which 
did not rob it of its lustre. There was no end to the pur¬ 
chases he made with it, now for Lasse, now for himself. 
He bought the dearest things, and when he lingered long 
enough over one purchase and was satiated with the pos¬ 
session of it, he set about buying something else. And 
all the while he kept the coin. At times he w’ould be 
suddenly seized with an insane fear tliat the money was 
gone ; and then wlien he felt it, lie was doubly happy. 

Pellc had suddenly become a capitalist, and by his 
own cleverness ; and he made the most of his capital. 
He had already obtained every* desirable thing that he 
knew’ of—he had it all, at any rate, in liand ; and gradually 
as new things made their appearance in his world, he 
secured for himself the right to their purchase. Lasse, was 
the only person who knew about his wealth, and he had 
reluctantly to allow himself to be drawn into the wildest 
of speculations. 

He could hear by the sound that there was something 
wrong with the machine. The horses heard it too, and 
stopped even before some one cried “ Stop! ” Then one 
after another came the shouts: “ Stop! Drive on! 

Stop! On again 1 Stop! Pull! ” And Pelle pulled 
the bar back, drove on and pulled until the whole thing 
whizzed again. Then he knew that it was Long Ole feeding 
the machine while Per Olsen measured the grain : Ole was 
a duffer at feeding. 
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‘It was going smoothly again, and Pelle was keeping 
an eye d\i the corner by the cow-stable. When Lasse 
Blade his appearance there, and patted his stomacli, it 
meant that it was nearly dinner-time. 

Something stopped the bar, the horses had to pull 
liard, and with a jerk it cleared the invisible hindrance. 
There was a cry from the inside of the threshing-barn, and 
the sound of many voices shouting “ Stop ! ” The horses 
stopped dead, and Pelle had to seize the bar to prevent it 
swinging forward against their legs. It was some time 
before any one came out and took the horses in, so that 
Pelle could go into tlic barn and see what was the matter. 

He found Long Ole walking about and writhing over 
one of his hands. His blouse was wrapped about it, but 
till' blood was dripping through on to the floor of the barn. 
He was bending forward and stumbling along, throwing 
his body from side to side and talking incoherently. The 
.girls, pale and frightened, were standing gazing at him 
while the men .were quarrelling as to what was the best 
thing to do to stop the flow of blood, and one of them came 
sliding down from the loft with a handful of cobwebs. 

Pelle went and peered into the machine to find out 
what there was so voracious about it. Between two of 
the teeth lay something like a peg, and when he moved 
the roller, the greater part of a finger dropped down on 
to the barn-floor. He picked it up among some chaff, and 
took it to the others : it was a thumb ! When Long Ole 
saw it, he fainted ; it could hardly be wondered at, seeing 
that he was maimed lor life. But Per Olsen had to own 
that he had left the machine at a fortunate moment. 

There was no more threshing done that day. In the 
afternoon Pelle played in the stable, for he had nothing to 
do. While he played, he suggested plans for their future 
to his father : they were engrossed in it. 
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“ Then we’ll go to America, and dig for gold f" " 

“ Ye-es, that wouldn’t be a bad thing at' aJl. But 
it would take a good many more half-krones to make that 
journey.’” 

•“ Then we can set up as stone-masons.” 

Lasse stood still in the middle of the foddering-passage, 
and pondered with bent head. He was exceedingly dis¬ 
satisfied with their position ; there were two of them toiling 
to earn a hundred krones, and they could not make ends 
meet. There was never any liberty either ; they were 
simply slaves. By himself he never got any farther than 
being discontented and disappointed with everything; he 
was too old. The mere search for ways to something new 
was insuperable labour, and everything looked so hopeless. 
But Pelle was restless, and whenever he was dissatisfied 
with anything, made plans by the score, some of the 
wildest, and some fairly sensible; and the old man was 
carried away by them. 

“ We might go to the town and work too,” said Lasse, 
meditativeh’. “ They earn one bright krone after another 
in tliere. But v\'hat’s to be done with j'ou ? You’re too 
little to use a tool.” 

This stubborn fact put a stop for the moment to Pelle’s 
plans; but then his courage rose again. ” I can quite 

well go with you to the town,” he said. ‘‘ For I shall-” 

He nodded significantly. 

” What ? ” asked Lasse, with interest. 

“ Well, perhaps I'll go down to the harbour and be 
doing nothing, and a little girl’ll fall into the water and I 
shall save her. But the little girl will be a gentleman’s 

daughter, and so-” Pelle left the rest to Lasse’s 

imagination. 

“ Then you’d have to learn to swim first,” said Lasse, 
gravely. “ Or you’d only be drowned.” 
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Screams were heard from the men’s bedroom. It was 
Long Ole. The doctor had come and was busy with his 
maimed hand. “ Just run across and find out what’ll 
liappen to it! ” said Lasse. “ Nobody’ll pay any attention 
td you at^such a time, if you make yourself small.” 

In a little while Pelle came back and reported that three 
fingers were quite crushed and hanging in rags, and the 
doctor had cut them off. 

“ Was it these three ? ” asked Lasse, anxiously, holding 
up his thumb, fore-finger, and middle finger. Truth to 
tell, Pelle had seen nothing, but his imagination ran away 
with him. 

“ Yes, it was his sw^earing-fingers,” he said, nodding 
emphatically. 

“ Then Per Olsen is set free,” said Lasse, heaving a 
dec]) sigh. “ What a good thing it has been—quite 
providential! ” 

That was Pelle’s opinion too. 

The farmer himself drove the doctor home, and a 
little while after he had gone, Pelle was sent for, to go on 
an errand for the mistress to the village-shop. 



IX 

It was nothing tor Pellc; if he were vanquished on one 
point, he rose again on two others: he was invincible. 
And he had the child’s abundant capacity for forgiving; 
had he not he would have hated all grown-up people with the 
exception of Father Lasse. But disappointed he certainly 
was! 

It was not easy to say who had expected most—the 
boy, whose childish imagination had built, unchecked, 
upon all that he had heard, or the old man, who had once 
been here himself. 

But Pelle managed to fill Iris own existence with interest, 
and was so taken up on all sides- that he only just had 
time to realise the disappointment in passing. His world 
was supersensual like that of the fakir; in the course of 
a few minutes a little seed could shoot up and groSv into 
a huge tree that overshadowed everything else. Cause 
never answered to effect in it, and it was governed by 
another law of gravitation : events always bore him up. 

However hard reality might press upon him, he always 
emerged from the tight place the richer in some way or 
other ; and no danger could ever become overwhelmingly 
great as long as Father Lasse stood reassuringly over and 
Irehind everything. 

But—Lasse had failed him at the decisive moment 
more than once, and every time he used him as a threat, 
he was only laughed at. The old man’s omnipotence 
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could not continue to exist side by side with his increasing 
decrepitude ; in the boy’s eyes it crumbled away from 
day to day. Unwilling though he was, Pelle had to let 
go Ids providence, and seek the means of protection in 
himself. , It was rather early, but he looked at circum¬ 
stances in his own way. Distrust he had already acquired 
—and timidity! He daily made clumsy attempts to 
get behind what people said, and behind things. Tlierc 
was something more behind everything! It often led to 
confusion, but occasionally the result was conspicuously 
good. 

Tliere were some thrashings that you could run away 
from, because in the meantime the anger would pass 
away, and other thrasldngs where it answered best to shed 
as many tears as possible. Most people only beat until 
the tears came, but the bailiff could not endure a blubberer, 
so with him the thing was to set your teeth and make 
yourself hard. People sa’id you should speak the truth, 
but most thrashings could be avoided by making up a 
white lie, if it was a good one and you took care of your 
face. If you told the truth, they thrashed you at once. 

With regard to thrashing, the question had a subjective 
side as \yell as an objective one. He could beat Rud when¬ 
ever he liked, but with bigger boys it was better to have 
right on his side, as, for instance, when his father was 
attacked. Then God helped him. This was a case in 
which the boy put the omnipotence quite aside, and felt 
himself to be the old man’s protector. 

Lasse and Pelle were walking through life hand in 
hand, and yet each was going his own w.ay. Lasse felt it 
to be so. “ We’ve each got hold of an end,” he some¬ 
times said to himself despondently, when the difference 
was all too marked. ” He’s rising, the laddie ! ” 

This was best seen in the others. In the long run they 
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had to like the boy, it could not be otherwise. The men 
would sometimes give him things, and the girls were 
thoroughly kind to him. He was in the fairest period ©f 
budding youth; they would often take him on their 
knee as he passed, and kiss Jiim. 

“All, he’ll be a lady’s man, he will! ’’ Lasse would 
say. “ He’s got that from his father.” But they would 
laugh at that. 

There was always laughter when Lasse wanted to 
join the elders. Last time—^yes, then he was good enough. 
It was always “ Where’s Lasse ? ” when gin was going 
round, or tricks were being played, or demonstrations 
made. “ Call Lasse Karlsson ! ” He had no need to 
push himself forward ; it w'as a matter of course that he 
was there. The girls were always on the look-out for him, 
married man though he was, and he had fun with them 
—all quite proper, of course, for Bengta was not good to 
quarrel with if she heard anything. 

But now'! Yes—w'cll, yes—he might fetch the gin 
for tire others and do their work ftu' them when they had 
a holiday, without their doing anything in exchange! 
“ Lasse ! Where’s Lasse ? Can you feed the horses for 
me this evening ? Can you take my place at the chaff¬ 
cutting to-morrow evening ? ” 

There w'as a difference between then and now, ajid 
Lasse had found out the reason for himself: he was getting 
old. The very discovery brouglit further proof of its 
correctness, laid infirmity upon him, and removed the 
tension from his mind, and what was left of it from his 
body. The hardest blow of all w'as when he discovered 
that he was of no importance to the girls, had no place at 
all in their thoughts of men. In Lasse’s world there was 
no word that carried such weight as the w'ord “ man ” ; 
and in tlie end it was the girls who decided w'hether you 
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were one or not. Lasse was not one ; he was not dangerous! 
He was only a few poor relics of a man, a comical remnant 
oj some by-gone thing ; they laughed at him when he 
tried to pay them attention. 

• Their laughter crushed him, and he withdrew into his 
old-man*’s world, and despondently adapted himself to it. 
The only thing that kept life in him was his concern for 
the boy, and he clung despairingly to his position as his 
providence. There was little he could do for him, and 
therefore he talked all the bigger; and when anything 
went against the boy, he uttered still greater threats against 
the world than before. He also felt that the boy was in 
process of making himself independent, and fought a 
desperate battle to preserve the last appearance of power. 

But Pelle could not afford to give support to his fancy, 
nor had he the understanding to do it. He was growing 
fast, and had a use for ad that he possessed himself. Now 
that his father no longei stood behind to shield him, he 
was like a small plant that has been moved out into the 
open, and is fighting hard to comprehend the nature of 
its surroundings, and adapt itself to them. For every 
root-fibre that felt its way' into the soil, there fell to the 
ground one of the tender leaves, and two strong ones pushed 
forth. One after another the feelings of the child’s defence- 
lessness dropped and gave plaee to the harder ones of the 
individual. 

The boy was engaged in building himself up, in accord¬ 
ance with invisible laws. He assumed an attitude towards 
his surroundings at all points, but he did not imitate 
them. The farm men, for instance, were not kind to the 
animals. They often lashed the horses only as a vent for 
their ill-humour, and the girls were just the same to the 
smaller animals and the dairy-cow’s. From these con¬ 
siderations, Pelle taught himself sympathy'. He could not 
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bear cruelty to animals, and thrashed Rud for thft. first 
time when the latter had one day robbed a bird's nest. 

Pelle was like a kid that makes a plaything of every¬ 
thing. In his play he took up, without suspecting it, 
many of the serious phenomena of life, and gambolled 
with them in frolicsome bounds. He exercised his small 
mind as he exercised his body, twisted himself into every¬ 
thing and out of everything, imitated w'ork and fun and 
shirking, and learned how to puff himself up into a very 
devil of a fellow where his surroundings were yielding, and 
to make himself almost invisible with modesty w'hen they 
were hard. He was training himself to be that little 
Jack-of-all-trades, man. 

And it became more and more, difficult to catch him 
unprepared. The first time he had to set about a thing 
in earnest, he was generally handy at it; he was as difficult 
to take unawares as a cat, 

, ♦ • * * * 

It was summer again. The heat stood still and played 
over the ground, sparkling, with ipdolent voluptuousness 
and soft movements like the fish in the stream. Far 
inland it quivered above the rocks that bounded the view, 
in a restless flicker of bluish white; below lay the fields 
beneath the broiling sun, wdth the pollen from the rj'e 
drifting over them like smoke. Up above the clover-field 
stood the cows of Stone Farm in long rows, their heads 
hanging heavily down, and their tails swinging regularly. 
Lasse was moving between their ranks, looking for the 
mallet, and now and then gazing anxiously down towards 
the meadow by the dunes, and beginning to count the 
young cattle and the bullocks. Most of them were lying 
down, but a few of them were standing with their heads 
close together, and munching with closed eyes. The boys 
were now’here to be seen. 
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Lusse stood wondering wlrether he should give Pelle 
a warning call; there would be no end c)I a row it the 
bailiff were to come now. But then the sound of voices 
came from among the young firs on the dunes, a naked 
bo3^ appeared, and then another. Their bodies were 
like golden flashes in the air as they ran over the grass- 
wrack and across the meadow, each with his cap held 
closed in his hand. 

They sat down upon the edge of the stream with their 
feet in the water, and carefully uncovered their captives; 
they were dragon-flies. As the insects one by one crawled 
out at the narrow opening, the boys decapitated them 
and laid them in a row on the grass. They had caught 
nine, and nine times thirty-five—well, it would be more 
than three krones. The stupendous amount made Pelle 
sceptical. 

“ Now isn’t that only a lie ? ” he said, and licked his 
shoulder where he had been bitten by a mosquito. It 
was said that +he chemist gave thirt3’'-five ores apiece for 
dragon-flies. 

■ “A lie?” exclaimed Rud. “Yes, perhaps it 
is,” he went on meekly. “ It must be a lie, for any¬ 
thing like that always is. You might give me yours 
too ! ” 

But Pelle would not do that. 

“ Then give me your half-krone, and I’ll go to the 
town and sell them for you. They cost thirty-five ores, 
for Karl says so, and his mother washes the floor in the 
chemist’s shop.” 

Pelle got up, not to fetch the half-krone—he would 
not part with that for all the world—^but to assure himself 
that it still lay in his waistcoat pocket. 

When he had gone a little way, Rud hastily lifted a 
piece of turf at the edge of the stream, pushed something 
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in under it, and jumped into the water; and when Pelle 
came back with slow, ominous steps, he climbed up the 
other side and set off at a run. 

Pelle ran too, in short, quick leaps. He knew he was 
the quicker, and the knowledge made him frolicsome.' 
He flapped at his naked body as he ran, as if he had no 
joints, swayed from side to side like a balloon, pranced 
and stamped on the ground, and then darted on again. 
Then the young firs closed round them again, only the 
movement of their tops showing where the boys ran, 
farther and farther, until all was still. 

In the meadow the cattle were munching with closed 
eyes and attentive ears. The heat played over the ground, 
flickering, gasping, like a fish in water. There was a 
heavy, stupefying humming in the air; the sound came 
from everywhere and nowhere. 

Down across the cornfields came a big, stout woman. 
She wore a skirt, a chemise, and a handkerchief on her 
head, and she shaded her eyes with her hand and looked 
about. She crossed the meadow obliquely, found Pelle’s 
dinner-basket, took out its contents and put them in under 
her chemise upon her bare, perspiring bosom, and then 
turned in the direction of the sea. 

There was a sudden break in the edge of the fir-planta¬ 
tion, and out came Rud with Pelle hanging upon his 
back. Rud’s inordinately large head hung forwards and 
his knees gave way; lus forehead, w’hich receded above 
the eyes and projected just below the line of the hair, 
was a mass of bruises and scars, which became very visible 
now with his exertions. Both the boys had marks all 
over their bodies from the poison of the pine-needles. 
Pelle dropped on to the grass, and lay there on his face, 
while Rud went slowly to fetch the half-krone, and handed 
it reluctantly to its owner. He stooped like one vanquished. 
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but in liis eye the thought of a new battle lay awaiting 
its opportunity. 

• Pelle gazed lovingly at the coin. He had had it now 
ever since April, from the time when he was sent to buy 
birch-fg.t. He had purchased with it everything that was 
desirable, and he had lost it twice : he loved that piece of 
money. It made his fingers itch, his whole body ; it w-as 
always urging him on to spend it, now in one w'ay and now 
in another. Roll, roll ! That was what it was longing 
to do; and it -was because it was round. Father Lasse" 
said. But to become rich—that meant stopping the 
money as it rolled. Oh, Pelle meant to be rich I And 
then he was always itching to spend it—spend it in such a 
way that he got everything for it, or something he could 
have all his life. 

They sat upon the bank of the stream and wrangled 
in a small way. Rud did his best to inspire awe, and 
bragged to create an impression. He bent his fingers 
backwards and moved liis ears ; he could move them forward 
in a listening position like a horse. All this irritated 
Pelle intensely. 

Suddenly he stopped. “ Won’t you give me the half¬ 
krone, then ? You shall have ten krones when I grow up.” 
Kud collected money—he was avaricious already—and 
had a whole boxful of coins that he had stolen from his 
mother. 

Pelle considered a little. ” No,” he said. “ Because 
you’ll never grow up; you’re a dwarf! ” The tone of his 
voice was one of sheer envy. 

‘‘ That’s what the Sow says too ! But then I’ll show 
myself for money at the fairs and on Midsummer Eve on 
the common. Then I shall get frightfully rich.” 

Pelle was inwardly troubled. Should he give him the 
whole fifty ores for nothing at all? He had never heard of 
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any one doing such a thing. And perhaps some day, when 
Rud had become enormously rich, he would get half of 
it. “ Will you have it ? ” he asked, but regretted rt 
instantly. 

Rud stretched out his hand eagerly, but Pe},le spat 
into it. “ It can wait until we’ve had our dinner anyhow,” 
he said, and went over to the basket. For a little while 
they stood gazing into the empty basket. 

“The Sow’s been here,” said Rud, putting out his 
tongue. 

Pelle nodded. “ She is a beast! ” 

“ A thief,” said Rud. 

They took the sun’s measure. Riid declared that if 
you could see it when you bent down and looked between 
your legs, then it was five o’clock. Pelle began to put on 
his clothes. 

Rud was circling about him. "I say!” he said, 
suddenly. “ if I may have it i'll let you whip me with 
nettles.” 

“ On your bare body ? ” asked Pelle. 

Rud nodded. 

In a second Pelle was out of his trousers again, and 
running to a patch of nettles. He pulled them up with 
the assistance of a dock-leaf, as many as he could hold, 
and came back again. Rud lay down, face downwards, 
on a little mound, and the whipping began. 

The agreement was a hundred strokes, but when Rud 
had received ten, he got up and refused to have any 
more. 

“ Then you won’t get the money,” said Pelle. “ Will 
you or won’t you ? ” He was red with excitement and 
the exertion, and the perspiration already stood in beads 
down his slender back, for he had worked with a will. 
“ Will you or won’t you ? Seventy-five strokes then ! ” 
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Pelle’s voice quivered with eagerness, and he had to dilate 
his nostrils to get air enough ; his limbs began to tremble. 

. “ No—only sixty—you hit so hard! And I must 
have the money first, or you may cheat me.” 

■ ” I don’t cheat,” said Pelle, gloomily. But Rud held 

to his point. 

Pelle’s body writhed; he was like a ferret that has 
tasted blood. With a jerk he threw the coin at Rud, 
and grumbling pushed him down. He wept inwardly 
because he had let him off forty strokes; but he made 
up his mind to lay into him all the harder for it. 

Then he beat, slowly and witli all his might, while Rud 
burrowed with his head in the grass and clasped the money 
tightly to keep up his strength. There was hatred in every 
stroke that Pelle struck, and they went like shocks through 
his playmate’s body, but he never uttered a cry. No, 
there was no point in his crying, for the coin he held in 
his hand took away the pain. But about Pelle’s body the 
air burnt like fire, his arms began to give way with fatigue, 
and his inclination diminished with every stroke. It was 
toil, nothing but hard toil. And the money—the beautiful 
half-krone—was slipping farther and farther away, and 
he would be poor once more; and Rud was not even 
crying! At the forty-sixtli stroke he turned his face and 
put out his tongue, whereat Pelle burst into a roar, threw 
down the frayed nettle-stalks, and ran away to the fir- 
plantation. 

There he sat for the rest of the day under a dune, 
grieving over his loss, while Rud lay under the bank of 
the stream, bathing his blistered body v.'ith wet earth. 



X 


After all Per Olsen was not the sort of man they had 
thought him. Now that he had been set free in that way, 
the thing would have been for him to have given a helping 
hand to that poor fellow. Long Ole; for after all it was for 
his sake that Ole’s misfortune had come upon him. But 
did he do it ? No, he began to amuse himself. It was 
drinking and dissipation and petticoats all the summer 
through ; and now at Martinmas he left and took work 
at the quarry, so as to be more his own master. There 
was not sufficient liberty for him' at Slone Farm. What 
good there was left in him would find sojxiething to do 
up there. 

L(jng Ole could not, of course, remain at Stone Farm, 
crippled as he was. Through kindness on the part of the 
farmer, he was paid his half-wage ; that was more than 
he had any claim to, and enough at any rate to take him 
home and let him try something or other. There were 
many kinds of work that at a pinch could be performed 
with one hand ; and now while he had the money he ought 
to have got an iron hook; it could be strapped to the 
wrist, and was not bad to hold tools with. 

But Ole had grown weak and had great difficulty in 
making up his mind. He continued to hang about the 
farm, notwithstanding all that the bailiff did to get him 
away. At last they had to put his things out, to the west 
of the farm ; and there they lay most of the summer, 
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v-lhile he himself slept among the stacks, and begged food 
oJ the workers in the fields. But this could not go on when 
the cold set in. 

But then one day in the autumn, his things were gone. 
Johanna Pihl—commonly called the Sow—had taken him 
jn. She felt the cold, too, in spite of her fat, and as the 
proverb says ; It’s easier for two to keep warm than one ; 
but whatever was her reason for doing it. Long Ole might 
thank his Maker for her. There was always bacon hanging 
in her chimney. 

Lasse and Pelle looked forward to term-day wiUi 
anxiety. What changes would it bring this time lor 
people ? So much depended on that. Besides the head 
man, they were to have new second' and third men and 
some new maids. They were always clianging at Stone 
Farm when they could. Kama, poor soul, was bound to 
stay, as she had set her mind upon youth, and would 
absolutely be where Gustav was ! Gustav stayed because 
Bodil stayed, so unnaturally fond w'as he of that girl, 
although she was not worth it. And Bodil herself knew 
well enough what she w'as doing ! There must be more 
in it than met the eye when a girl dressed, as she did, in 
expensive, town-bought clothes. 

Lasse and Pelle remained, simply because there was no 
other place in the world for them to go to. All tlu-ough 
the year they made plans for making a change, but when 
the time for giving notice approached, Lasse became quiet 
and let it go past. 

Of late he had given no little thought to the subject 
of marrying again. There vyas something God-forsaken 
about this solitary existence for a man of his age ; you 
became old and worn-out before your time, when you 
hadn’t a wife and a house. On the heath near Brother 
Kalle’s, there was a house that he could have without 
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pajdng anything down. He often discussed it with PeBe, 
and the boy was ready for anything new. 

It should be a wife who could look after everything asd 
make the house comfortable ; and above all she must be 
a hard-working woman. It would not come amiss either 
if she had a little of lier own, but let that be as it might, 
if only she was good-natured. Kama would have suited 
in all respects, both Lasse and Pelle having always had a 
liking for her ever since the day she freed Pelle from the 
pupil’s clutches; but it was nothing to offer her as long 
as she was so set upon Gustav. They must bide their 
time ; perhaps she would come to her senses, or something 
else might turn up. 

“ Then there’d be coffee in bed on Sunday mornings ! ” 
said Pelle, with rapture. 

“ Yes, and perhaps we'd get a little horse, and invite 
Brother Kallc for a drive now and then,” added Lasse, 
solemnly. 

At last it was really to be ! In the evening Lasse and 
Pelle had been to the shop and bought a slate and pencil, 
and Pelle was now standing at the stable-door with a 
beating heart and the slate under his arm. It was a 
frost}' October morning, but the boy was quite hot after 
his wash. He had on his best jacket, and his hair had 
been combed with water. 

Lasse hovered about him, brushing liim here and there 
with his sleeve, and was even more nervous than the bo}'. 
Pelle had been born to poor circumstances, had been 
christened, and had had to earn his bread from the time 
he was a little boy—all exactly as he had done himself. 
So far there was no difference to be seen; it might very 
w'ell have been Lasse himself over again, from the big 
oars and the “ cow’s-lick ” on the forehead, to the w'ay 
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tlie boy walked and wore out the bottoms of his trouser- 
legs. But this was something strikingly new. Neither 
Lasse nor any of his family had ever gone to school; it 
was something new that had come within the reach of his 
family, blessing from Heaven that had fallen upon the 
boy and liimself. It felt like a push upwards ; the impos¬ 
sible was within reach ; what might not happen to a person 
who had book-learning ! You might become master of 
a workshop, a clerk, perhaps even a schoolmaster. 

“ Now do take care of the slate, and see that you don’t 
break it! ” he said, admonishingly. ‘‘And keep out of 
the wa)^ of the big boys until you can hold your own with 
them. But if any of them simply won’t let you alonr*, 
mind you manage to hit first! That takes the inclination 
out of most of them, especially if you hit hard ; he who 
liits first hits twice, as the old proverb says. And then 
v-ou must listen well, and keep in mind all that your 
tnachcr says ; and if ariy one tries to entice you into 
playing and larking behind lus back, don’t do it. And 
remember that y^ou’vc got a pocket-handkerchief, and 
don’t use your fingers, for that isn’t polite. If there’s no 
one to see you, y'ou can save the handkerchief, of course, 
and then it’ll last all the longer. And take care of your 
nice jacket. And if the teacher’s lady invites j^ou in to 
coffee, you mustn’t take more than one piece of cake, 
mind.” Lasse’s hands trembled wdrile he talked. 

‘‘ She’s sure not to do that,” said Pelle, with a superior air. 

“ Well, well, now go, so that you don’t get there too 
late—the very first day too. And if there’s some tool 
or other wanting, you must say we’ll get it at once, for 
we aren’t altogether paupers! ” And Lasse slapped his 
pocket; but it did not make much noise, and Pelle knew 
quite well that they had no money; they had got the 
slate and pencil on credit. 
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Lasse stood looking after the boy as long as he waij in 
sight, and then went to his work of crushing oilcakes. He 
put them into a vessel to soak, and poured water on them, 
all the while talking softly to himself. 

There was a knock at the outside stable-dgor, and 
Lasse went to open it. It was Brother Kalle. 

“ Good day, brother ! ” he said, with his cheerful smile. 
“ Here comes his Majesty from the quarries ! ” He waddled 
in upon his bow legs, and the two exchanged hearty 
greetings. Lasse was delighted at the visit.' 

“ What a pleasant time we had with you the other 
evening ! ” said Lasse, taking his brother by the hand. 

“ That’s a long time ago now. But you must look in 
again one evening soon. Grandmother looks upon both 
of you with a favourable eye ! ” Kalle's eyes twinkled 
mischievously. 

“ How is she, poor body ? Has she at all got over 
the hurt to her eye ? Pellc came home the other day and 
told me that the children had been so uniortunatc as to 
put a stick into her eye. It quite upset me. You had to 
have the doctor too ! ” 

“ Well, it wasn’t quite like that,” said Kalle. “ I had 
moved grandmother’s spinning-wheel myself one morning 
when I was putting her room to rights, and then 1 
forgot to put it back in its place. Then when she was 
going to stoop down to pick up something from the floor, 
the spindle went into her eye ; of course she’s used to 
have everything stand exactly in its place. So really the 
honour’s due to me.” He smiled all over his face. 

Lasse shook his head sympathetically. “ And she got 
over it fairly well ? ” he asked. 

“No, it went altogether wrong, and she lost the sight 
of that eye.” 

Lasse looked at him with disapproval. 
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Kal!e caught himself up, apparently very much horrified. 
“Eh, what nonsense I’m talking! She lost the blindness 
of .that eye, I ought to have said. Isn't that all wrong 
too ? You put somebody’s eye out, and she begins to 
see ! Upon my word I think I’ll set up as an eye-doctor 
after thi?, for there’s not much difficulty in it.” 

“ What do you say ? She’s begun to-? Now 

you’re too merry! You oughtn’t to joke about every¬ 
thing.” 

“ Well, well, joking apart, as the prophet said when 
his wife scratched him—she can really see with that eye 
now.” 

Lasse looked suspiciously at him for a little while 
before he yielded. “ Why, it’s quite a miracle ! ” he then 
said. 

“ Yes, that’s what the doctor said. The point of the 
spindle had acted as a kind of operation. But it might 
just as easily have taken tiie other direction. Yes, we had 
the doctor to her three times; it was no use being 
niggardly.” Kalle stood and tried to look important; 
he had stuck Ids thumbs into his waistcoat pockets. 

“ It cost a lot of money, I suppose ? ” 

“ That’s what I thought too, and I wasn’t very happy 
when I asked the doctor how much it would be. Twenty- 
five krones, he said, and it didn’t sound anything more 
than when any of us ask for a piece of bread-and-dripping. 

‘ Will the doctor be so kind as to wait a few days so that 
I can get the cow properly sold,’ I asked. ‘ What! ’ he 
says, and glares at me over his spectacles. ‘ You don’t 
mean to sell the cow so as to pay me ? You mustn’t do 
that on any account; I’ll wait till times are better.’ 
‘ We come off easily, even if we get rid of the cow,’ I said. 
‘ How so ? ’ he asks, as we go out to the carriage—it was 
the farmer of Kaase Farm that was driving for me. So 
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1 told him tlmt Maria and I had been thinking ot selling 
everything so that grandmother might go over and be 
operated. He said nothing to that, but climbed up into 
the carriage ; but while I was standing like this, buttoning 
up his foot-bag, he seizes me by the collar and sayS : 
‘ Do you know, you little bow-legged creature ) ’ (Kalle 
imitated the doctor’s town speech), ‘ You’re the best man 
I’ve ever met, and you don’t owe me a brass farthing ! 
For that matter, it was you yourself that performed the 
operation.’ ‘ Then I ought almost to have had the money,’ 
I said. Then he laughed and gave me a box on the cars 
with his fur cap. He’s a fine man, that doctor, and fear¬ 
fully clever ; they say that he has one kind of mixture 
that he cures all kinds of illness with.” 

They were sitting in the herdsman’s room upon the 
green chest, and Lasse had brought out a little gin. 

Drink, brother! ” he said again and again. “ It takes 
something to keep out this October drizzle.” 

“ Many thanks, but you must drink h But I was 
going to say, you should see grandmother! She goes 
round peeping at everything uith her one eye ; if it’s only 
a button she keeps on staring at it. Sf) that’s what that 
looks like, and that! She’s forgotten what the things 
look like, and when she secs a thing, she goes to it to 
feel it aftenvards—to find out what it is, she actually says. 
She would have nothing to do with us the first few day«; 
when she didn’t hear us talk or walk, she thought we were 
strangers, even though she saw us tliere before her’eyes,” 

“ And the little ones ? ” asked Lasse. 

“ Thank you, Anna’s is fat and well, but our own 
seems to have come to a standstill. After all it’s the 
young pigs you ought to breed with. By the bye ”—Kalle 
took out his pmrse—“ wlrile we’re at it, don’t let me forget 
the ten krones I got from you for the christenings.” 
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Lasse pushed it away. “ Never mind that,” he said. 
” You may have a lot to go through yet. How many 
mouths are there now ? Fourteen or fifteen, I suppose ? ” 

” Yes, but two take their mother’s milk, like the 
parson’s wife’s chickens; so that’s all saved. And if 
things became difficult, one’s surely man enough to wring 
a few pence out of one’s nose ? ” He seized his nose and 
gave it a rapid twist, and held out his hand. A folded 
ten-krone note lay in it. 

Lasse laughed at the trick, but would not hear of taking 
the money ; and for a time it passed backwards and 
forwards between them. ‘‘Well, welll” said Kalle at 
last, keeping the note; “ thank you very much then ! 
And good-bye, brother! I must be going.” Lasse went 
out with him, and sent many greetings. 

“ We shall come and look you up very soon,” he called 
out alter his brother. 

Wlien after a little while he returned to his room the 
note lay upon ‘.he bed. K;dle must liavc seen his oppor¬ 
tunity to put it there, conjurej: that he was. Lasse put 
it aside to give to Kalle’s wife, wlien an occasion presented 
itself. 

Long before the time, Lasse was on the look-out for 
Pelle. He found the solitude wearisome, now that he was 
used to having the boy about him from morning till night. 
At last he came, out of breath with running, for he had 
longed to get home too. 

Nothing either terrible or remarkable had happened 
at school. Pelle had to give a circumstantial account, 
point by point. “ Well, what can you do ? ” the master 
had asked, taking him by the ear—quite kindly, of course. 
“ I can pull the mad bull to the water without Father Lasse 
helping at all,” Pelle had answered, and then the whole 
class had laughed. 
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“ Yes, yes, but can you read ? ” 

No, Pelle could not do that—“ or else 1 shouldn’t have 
come here,” he was on tJie point of adding. “ It was a 
good thing you didn’t answer that,” said Lasse ; ‘‘ but 
what more then ? ” Well; then Pelle was put upon the 
lowest bench, and the boy next Irim was set to teach him 
his letters. 

“ Do you know them, then ? ” 

No, Pelle did not .know them that day, but when a 
couple of weeks had'passed, he knew most of them, and 
wrote them with chalk on the posts. He had not learned 
to UTite, but liis hand could'imitate anything he had seen, 
and he drew the letters just as they stood in print in the 
spelling-book. 

Lasse went and looked at them during his work, and 
had them repeated to him endlessly ; but they would not 
stick properly. “ What’s that .one there ? ” he was 
perpetually asking. 

Pelle answered with a superior air; Jhat ? Have 
you forgotten it already ? I knew that affer I’d only 
.seen it once ! That’s M.” 

‘‘ Yes, of course it is! 1 can’t think wiierc my head 

is to-day. M, yes-r-of course it’s M! Now what can that 
be used for, eh ? ”' 

“ It’s the first-letter in the word “ empty,” of course ! ” 
said Pelle, consequentially. 

‘‘ Yes, of course 1 -But you didn’t find that out for 
yourself; the master told you.” 

“ No, I found it out by myself.” 

“ Did you, now ? Well, you’ve become clever—if only 
you don’t become as clever as seven fools.” 

Lasse was out of spirits ; but very soon he gave in, and 
fell into whole-hearted admiration of his son. And the 
instruction was continued wliile they worked. It w'as 
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fortunate for Pclle that his father was so slow, for he did 
not get on very fast himself, when once he had mastered 
all that was capable of being picked up spontaneously by 
a quick intelligence. The boy who had to teach him— 
Sloppy he was called—was the dunce of the class and had 
always been bottom until now Pelle had come and taken 
his place. 

Two weeks of school had greatly changed Pelle’s ideas 
f)n tiiis subject. On the first few days he arrived in a 
state of anxious expectation, and all his courage forsook 
him as he crowed the threshold of the school. For the 
first time in his life he felt that he was good for nothing. 
Trembling with awe, he opened his perceptions to tliis 
new and unfamiliar tiling that was to unveil lor him all the 
mysteries of the world, if only he kept his ears open ; and 
he did so. But tlierc was no awe-inspiring man, who 
looked at them affectionately throughgold-rimmedspectacles 
wliilc he told them abou<. the sun and the moon and all 
tlie wonders tlie world. Up and down the middle passage 
walked a man in a dirty linen coat and with grey bristles 
projecting from his nostrils. As he walked he swung the 
cane and smoked his pipe ; or he sat at the desk and read 
the newspaper. Tlie children were noisy and restless, and 
when the noise broke out into open conflict, the man dashed 
down from his desk, and hit out indiscriminately with his 
cane. And Pelle himself, well he was coupled—for good, 
it appeared—to a dirty boy, covered with scrofulous sores, 
who pinched his arm every time he read his b-a—ba, 
b-e—be wrong. The only variation was an hour’s daily 
examination in the tedious observations in the class-book, 
and the Saturday’s uncouth hymn-repeating. 

For a time Pelle swallowed everything whole, and 
passed it on faithfully to his father ; but at last he tired 
of it. It was not his nature to remain long passive to his 

M 
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surrounding;-., and one line day lie had thrown aside all 
injunctions and intentions, and dived into the midst of 
the fun. 

After this he had less information to impart, but on 
the other hand there were the thousands of kna^’ish tricks 
to tell about. And Father Lasso shook his hSad and 
comprehended nothing ; but he could not help laughing. 



XI 

" A safe stronghold our God is still, 

A trusty shield and wca—pon : 

He’ll help us clear from all the ill 
That hath us now o’erta—ken. 

The ancient prince of hell 
Hath risen with purpose fell; 

Strong mail of craft and power 
He wearcth in this hour; 

On earth is not his fcl—low . 

i riii whole ^' lioul sat swaying backwards and forwards in 
time to the rliythm, grinding out liymns in endless suc¬ 
cession. Fris, the master, was walking up and d(twn the 
middle passage, smoking his pipe ; he was taking exercise 
alter an hour’s reading of the paper. He was using the 
cane to beat time with, now and then letting it descend 
upon the back of an offender, but always only at the 
end of a line—as a kind of note of admiration. Fris could 
not bear to have the rhythm broken. The children who 
did not know the hymn were carried along by the crowd, 
some of them contenting themselves with moving their 
lips, while others made up words of their own. When the 
latter were too dreadful, their neighbours laughed, and 
then the cane descended. 

When one verse came to an end, Fris quickly started 
the next; lor the mill was hard to set in motion again 
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when once it had come to a standstill. “ With foF—r- ! ” 
and the half-hundred children carried it on— 

" With force of arms we nothing can. 

Full soon were we downrid—den; ” 

Then Fris had another breathing-space in wiiich to 
enjoy his pipe and be lulled by this noise that spoke of 
great and industrious activity. When things went as they 
were now going, his exasperation calmed down for a time, 
and he could smile at his thoughts as he paced up and 
down, and, old though he was, look at the bright side of 
life. People in passing stopped to rejoice over the diligence 
displayed, and Fris beat more briskly with the cane, and 
felt a long-forgotten ideal stirring within him ; he had this 
whole flock of children to educate for life, he was engaged 
in creating the coming generation. 

When the hymn came to an end, he got them, without 
a pause, turned on to “ Who puto liis trust in God alone,” 
and from that again to ” We all, we all have in GodT” 
They had had them all tluee the wfliolc winter through, 
and now at last, after 'tremendous labour, he had brought 
them so far that they could say them more or less 
together. 

The hymn-book w'as the business of Fris’s life, and his 
forty years as parish-clerk had led to his knowing the whole 
of it by heart. In addition to this he had a natural gift. 
As a child Fris had been intended for the ministry, and 
his studies as a young man were in accordance with that 
intention. Bible words came with effect from his lips, 
and his prospects were of the best, when an ill-natured 
bird came all the way from the Faroe Islands to bring 
trouble upon him. Fris fell down two flights from spiritual 
guide to parish-clerk and child-whipper. The latter office 
he looked upon as almost too transparent a punishment 
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from Heaven, and arranged his school as a miniature 
clerical charge. 

• The whole village bore traces of his work. There was 
not much knowledge of reading and writing, but when it 
was a question of hymns and Bible texts, these fishermen 
and little artisans were bad to beat. Fris took to himself 
the credit for the fairly good circumstances of the adults, 
and the receipt of proper wages by the -j'oung men. He 
followed each one of them with something of a father’s 
eyes, and considered them all to be practically a success. 
And he was on friendly terms with them once they had 
left school. They would come to the-old bachelor and 
have a chat, and relieve their minds of some difficulty or 
other. 

But it was always another matter with the confounded 
brood that sat upon the school benches for the time 
being ; it resisted learning with might and main, and Fris 
p’-ophesk'i it no good in the future. 

Fris liatell the children. But he loved these squarely- 
built hymns, which seemed to wear out the whole class, 
while he himself could give them without relaxing a muscle. 
And when it went as it was doing to-day, he could quite 
forget that there were such things as children, and give 
himself up to this endless procession, in which column after 
column filed past him, in the foot-fall of the rhythm. 
It was not hymns either; it was a mighty march-past of 
the strong things of life, in which there stretched, in one 
endless tone, all that Fris himself had failed to attain. 
That was why he nodded so happily, and why the loud 
tramp of feet rose around hirh like the acclamations of 
armies, an Ave Ccssar. 

He was sitting with the third supplement of his new's- 
paper before him, but was not reading ; his eyes were 
closed, and his head moved gently to the rhythm. 
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The children babbled on ceaselessly, almost without 
stopping for breath ; they were hypnotised by the mono¬ 
tonous flow ot words. They were like the geese that had 
been given leave by the fox to say a prayer before they 
were eaten, and now went oh praying and praying 
for ever and ever. When they came to the end of the 
three hymns, they began again by themselves. The mill 
kept getting louder, they kept the’ time with their feet, 
and it was like the stroke of a mighty piston, a boom! 
Fris nodded with them, and a long tuft of hair flapped in 
his face; he fell into ai) ecstasy, and could not sit still 
upon his chair. 

" And were this world all devils o’er. 

And watching to devour—us, 

\Vt‘ Ijiy it not to heart so sore; 

Kot they can overpower—us." 

V 

It sounded like a stamping-mill ; some were beating 
their states upon the tables, and others tlfUmping wult 
their elbows. Fris did not liear it ; he lieard only the 
mighty tramp of advancing hosts. 

. “ And let the prince of ill 
Look grim as o’er he will.”— 

Suddenly, at a preconcerted signal, the whole school 
stopped singing. Fris was brought to earth again with a 
shock. He opened his eyes, and saw that he had once 
more allowed himself to be taken by surprise. “You little 
devils I You confounded brats 1 ” he roared, diving into 
their midst with his cane. In a moment the whole school 
was in a tumult, the bo3'S fighting and the girls screaming. 
Fris began hitting about him. 

He tried to bring them back to the patter. “ Who 
puts his trust in God alone I ” he shouted in a voice that 
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drowned the clamour; but they did not take it up—the 
little devils! Then he hit indiscriminately. He knew quite 
well that one was just as good as another, and was not 
particular where the strokes fell. He took the long-haired 
ones by the hair and dragged them to the table, and 
thrashe'd them until the cane began to split. The boys 
had been waiting for this; they had themselves rubbed 
onion into the cane that morning, and the most defiant 
of them had on several pairs of trousers for the occasion. 

When the cracked sound proclaimed that the cane was 
in process of disintegration, the whole school burst into 
deafening cheers. Fris had thrown up the game, and let 
them go on. He walked up and down the middle passage 
like a suffering animal, hiS gall rising. “ You little devils ! ” 
lie hissed ; “ You infernal brats ! ” And then, “ Do sit 
still, children ! ” This last was so ridiculousl}' touching 
in the midst of all the rest, that it had to be imitated. 

Pello sat farthest away, in the corner. He was fairly 
new at this*sort of thing, but did his best. Suddenly he 
jumped on to the table, and danced there in his stockinged 
feet. Fris gazed at him so strangeh', Pelle thought ; he 
was like Father Lasse when everything went wrong ; and 
he slid down ashamed. Nobody had noticed his action, 
however ; it was far too ordinary. 

It was a deafening uproar, and now and then an ill- 
natured remark was hurled out of the seething tumult. 
Where they came from it was difficult to say; but every 
one of them hit Fris and made him cower. False steps 
made in his youth on the other side of the water fifty j^ears 
ago, v/ere brought up again here on the lips of these 
ignorant children, as well as some of his best actions, that 
had been so unselfish that the district put the very worst 
interpretation upon them. And as if that were not 
enough—but hush! He was sobbing. 
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“ Sli—sh! Sh—sh!” It was Henry Bodker, the biggest 
boy in the school, and he was standing on a bench and 
sh—^ing threateningly. The girls adored him, and became 
quiet directly, but some of the boys would not obey the 
order ; but when Henrj' hold his clenched fist up to one 
eye, they too became quiet. 

Fris walked up and down the middle passage like a 
pardoned offender. He did not dare to raise his eyes, but 
they Could all sec that he'was crying. “ It’s a shame ! ” 
said a voice in an undertone. All eyes were turned upon 
him., and there was perfect silence in the room. “ Plaj'- 
time ! ” cried a boy’s voice in a tone of command : it was 
Nilen’s. Fris nodded feebly, and they rushed out. 

. Fris remained behind to' Collect himself. He walked 
up and down , with his hands behind his back, swallowing 
hard. He was going to send in his resignation. Every 
time things went quite wrong, Fris sent in his resignation, 
and when he had come to himself a little, he putj VifLuii^ d 
the spring examinations were over. He would not leave 
in this way, as a kind of failure. This very winter he had 
worked as he had never done before, in order that his 
resignation might have somewhat tlie effect of a bomb, 
and that they might reallj? feel it as a loss when he had 
gone. When the examination was held, he would take 
the hyrnn-liook for repetition in chorus—right from the 
beginning. Some of the children would quickly drop 
behind, but there were some of them, into whom, in the 
course of time, he had hammered most of its contents.' 
Long before they had run out, the clergyman would lift his 
hand to stop them, and say: “ That’s enough, my dear 
clerk ! That’s enough ! ” and would thank him in a voice 
of emotion ; while the school committee and the parents 
would whisper together in awed admiration. 

And then would be the time to resign ! 
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■ The school lay on the outskirts of the fisliing-village, 
and the pla3’ground was the shf)re. When the boys were 
let .out after a few liours’ lessons, they were like young 
cattle out for the first time after the long winter. They 
ddrted, like flitting swallows, in all directions, threw them¬ 
selves ufion the fresh rampart of sea-wrack and beat one 
another about the ears with the salt wet weeds. Pelle was 
not fond of this game ; the sharp weed stung, and some¬ 
times there were stones lianging to it, grown right in. 
But he dared not Jwld himself aloof, for that would attract 
attention at once. Tlje thing was to join in it and yet 
not be. in it, to make himself litfle-and big according to the 
requirements of the moment, so as to be at one time unseen, 
and at another to exert a terrifying effect. He had his. 
work cut out in twisting and turningji and slipping in and' 
out. 

The girls always kept together in' one corner of the 
pkivground, told tittle-tattle and ate their lunch, but the 
boys ran all »ver the place like swallows in aimless flight. 
A big boy was standing crouching close tb the gymnastic 
apparatus, with his arm hiding his face, and munching. 
They ^\■hirled about him excitedly, now one and now 
another making the circle narrower and narrower. Peter 
Kofod—Howling Peter—looked as if the world were sailing 
under him ; he clung to the climbing-pole and hid his face. 
When they came close up to him, they kicked up behind 
with a roar, and the boy screamed with terror, turned up 
lus face and broke into a long-drawn howl. Afterwards 
he was given all the food that the others could not eat. 

Howling Peter ,was always eating and always howling. 
He was a pauper child and an orphan ; he was big for his 
age, but had a strangely blue and frozen look. His 
frightened eyes stood half out of his head, and beneath 
them the flesh was swollen and puffy with crying. He 
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started at the least sound, and there was always an expres¬ 
sion of fear on his face. The boys never really did him 
any harm, but they screamed and crouclicd down whenever 
they passed him—they could not resist it. Then he would 
scream too, and cower with fear. The girls would some¬ 
times run up and tap him on the back, and then he screamed 
in terror. Afterwards all the children gave him some of 
their food. He ate it all, roared, and was as famished as 
ever. , 

No one could understand what was wrong vdth him. 
Twice he had made an attempt to hang himself, and 
nobody could give any reason for it, not even he himself. 
.And yet he was not altogether stupid. Lasse believed that 
he was a visionary, and saw things that otliers could not 
see, so that the very fact of living and drawing breath 
frightened him. : But however tliat might be, Pelle must 
on no account do anything to him, not for all the world. 

The crowd of boys had. retired to the shore, and there,^ 
with little Nilen at their he;Kl, suddenly tliBew themselves 
upon Henry Bodker. He was knocked down and buried 
beneath the sw'arm, Which lay in a sprawling heap upon 
the top of liim, pounding down with clenched fists wherever 
there was an opening. But then a pair of fists began to 
push upwards, tchew, tchew, like steam punches, the boys 
rolled off on all sides with their hands to their faces, and 
Henry Bodker Emerged from the heap, kicking at random. 
Nilen was still hanging like a leech to the back of his neck, 
and Henry tore his blouse in getting him throwm off. To 
Pelle he seemed to be tremendously big as he stood there, 
only breathing a little quickly. And now the girls came 
up, and fastened his blouse together with pins, and gave 
him sweets ; and he, by way of thanking them, seized them 
by their pigtails and tied them together, four or five of 
them, so that they could not get away from one another. 
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Tliey stood still and bore it patiently, only gazing at him 
with eyes of devotion. 

•Pelle had ventured into the battle and had received a 
kick, but he bore no malice. If he had had a sweet, he, 
like the girls, would have given it to Henry Bodker, and 
would h'ave put up with ungentle treatment too. He 
worshipped him. But he measured himself by Nilen— 
the little bloodthirsty Nilen. who l>ad no knowledge of 
fear, and attacked so recklessly that the others got out of 
his way ! He was always in the thickest of the crowd, 
jumped right into the worst' of everything, and came 
safely out of it all. Pelle examined himself critically to 
find points of resemblance, and found'them—in his defence 
of Father Lasse the first summer, when he kicked a big boy, 
and in his relations with the mad bull, of which he was 
not in the least afraid. But in other points it failed. He 
was afraid of the dark, and he could not stand a thrashing, 
wlfi'p, Nilen could take Ids with his hands in his pockets. 
It was Pelle’5 first attempt at obtaining a general snr\’ey 
of himself. 

Fris had gone inland, probably to the church, so it 
would be a playtime of some hours. The boys began to 
look about for some more lasting ways of passing the time. 
The “ bulls ” went into the schoolroom, and began to play 
about on the tables and benches, but the “ blennies ” kept 
to the shore. “ Bulls ” and “ blennies ” were the land 
and the sea in conflict; the division came naturally on 
every more or less serious occasion, and sometimes gave 
rise to regular battles. 

Pelle kept with the shore boys; Henry Bodker and 
Nilen were among them, and they were something new 1 
They did not care about the land and animals, but the sea, 
of which he was afraid, was like a cradle to them. They 
played about on the water as they would in their mother’s 
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parlour, and had much of its easy movement. They were 
quicker than Pelle, but not so enduring; and they had a 
freer manner, and made less of the spot to which they 
belonged. They spoke of England in the most ordinary 
way, and brought things to school that their fathers and 
brothers had brouglit home with them from fire other 
side of the world, from Africa and China. Tlrey spent 
nights on the sea in an open boat, and when they played 
truant it was always to go fishing. The cleverest of them 
had their own fishing-tackle and litllo flat-bottomed prams, 
that they had built themselves and caulked witli oakum. 
They fished on their own account and caught pike, eels, 
and tench, which they sold to the wealthier people in the 
district. 

Pelle thought he knew the stream thoroughly, but now 
he was brought to see it from a new side. Here were boys 
who in March and April—^in the holidays—were up at three 
in the morning, wading barefoot at the mouth of tlye stream 
to catch the pike and perch that went up into the fresh 
water to spawn. And nobody told the boys to do it ; 
they did it because they liked it! 

They had strange pleasures ! Now they were standing 
“ before the" sea "—in a long, jubilant row. They ran out 
with the receding'wave to the larger stones out in the 
water, and then'stood on the stones and jumped when 
tlie water carne up again, like a flock of sea-hirds. The 
art consisted in keeping yourself dryshod, and yet it was 
the quickest boys who got wettest. There was of course 
a limit to the time you could keep yourself hovering. 
When wave followed wave in quick succession, you had 
to come down in the middle of it, and then sometimes it 
went over your head. Or an unusually large wave would 
come and catch all the legs as they were drawn up in 
the middle of the jump, when the whole row turned 



173 


PELLE THE CONQUEROR 

beautifully, and fell splash into the water. Then with a 
deafening noise they went up to the schoolroom to turn 
file “■ bulls ” away from the stove. 

Farther along the shore, there were generally some boys 
sitting with a hammer and a large nail, boring holes in the 
stones there. They were sons of stone-masons from 
beyond the quarries. Pelle’s cousin Anton was among 
them. When the holes were deep enough, powder was 
pressed into them, and the whole school was present at 
the explosion. 

In the morning, when they were waiting for the master, 
the big boys would stand up by the school w’all with their 
hands in their pockets, discussing the amount of canvas 
and the home ports of vessels passing far out at sea. Pelle 
listened to them open-mouthed. It was ahvays the sea 
and what belonged to the sea that they talked about, and 
most of it he did not understand. All these boys wanted 
the same thing when they were confirmed—to go to sea. 
But I'ehe ha^ had enough of it,when he crossed from 
Sweden ; he could not understand them. 

How carefully he had always shut his eyes and put his 
fingers in his ears, so that his head should not get filled 
with water when he dived in the stream ! But these boys 
swam dow’n under the water like .proper fish, and from 
wdiat they said he understood that they could dive down, 
in deep water and pick up stones from the bottom. 

" Can you see down there, then ? ” he asked in wonder. 
“ Yes, of course ! How else would the fish be able to 
keep away from the nets ? If it’s only moonlight, they 
keep far outside, the whole shoal! ” 

“ And the water doesn’t run into your head when you 
take your fingers out of your ears ? ” 

“ Take your fingers out of your ears ? ” 

“Yes, to pick up the stone.’’ 
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A burst of scornful laughter gi-eeted this remark, and 
they began to question him craftily; he was splendid— 
a regular country bumpkin ! He had the funniest ijleas 
about everything, and it very soon came out that he had 
never bithed in the sea. He was afraid of the water-^a 
“ bjue-bag ”; the stream could not do avv'ay with 
that. 

After that he was called Blue-bag, notwithstanding 
that he one day took the cattle-whip to school with him 
and showed them how he could cut three-cornered holes 
in a pair qf trousers with the long lash, hit a small stone 
so that it disappeared into the air, and make liiosc loud 
reports. It was all excellent, but the name stuck to him 
all the same ; and all his little personality smarted under it. 

In the course of the winter, some strong young men 
came home to the village in blue clothes and white neck¬ 
cloths. They had laid up, as it was called, and some of them 
drew wages all through the winter without doing anything. 
They always came over to the school to sec the master ; 
they came in the middle of lessons, but it did not matter , 
Fris was joy personified. They generally brouglit s ' !C- 
thing or other for him—a cigar of such line qu.ahly tliai. 
it was enclosed in glass, or some other remarkable thing. 
And they talked to Fris as they would to a comrade, told 
him wdrat they had gone through, so that the listening., 
youngsters hugged themselves with delight, and jjuite 
unconcernedly smoked their clay pipes in the class—with 
the bowl turned nonchalantly downwar.ds w'ithout losing 
its tobacco. They had been engaged as cook’s boys and 
ordinary seamen, on the Spanish main and the Mediter¬ 
ranean and many other wonderful places. One of them 
had ridden up a fire-spouting mountain on a donkey. And 
they brought home with them lucifer matches that were 
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as big, almost, as Pomeranian logs, and were to be struck 
on the teeth. 

The boys worshipped them and talked of nothing else ; 
it was a great honour to be seen in the company of such a 
man. For Pelle it was not to be thought of. 

And then it came about that the village was awaiting 
the return of one such lad as this, and he did not come. 
And one day word came that bark so-and-so had gone to 
the bottom witli all on board.' It was the winter "storms, 
said the boys, spitting like grown men. The brotlrers and 
sisters were kept away from school for a week, and when 
they came back, Pelle eyed them curiously: it must be 
strange to have a brother lying at the bottom of the sea, 
quite young ! “ Then you won’t want to go to sea ? ” lie 

asked them. Oh yes, th^ wanted to go to sea too ! 

■Vnotlier time Fris came back after an unusually long 
playtime in low spirits. He kept on blowing his nose 
hard, and now and then dried liis ej'es behind his spectacles, 
riie boys nudged one another. He cleared his tliroat 
loudly, but could not make himself heard, and then beat 
a lew strokes on his desk with the cane. 

' Have you heard, children ? ” he asked, when they 
'wi'i become more or less quiet. 

" No ! Yes ! What ? ” they cried in chorus ; and 
I'lie boy said: " That the sun’s fallen into the sea and set 
.it-on tire!” 

The master quietly took up his hymn-book, “ Shall we 
sing ‘ How blessed arc they ’ ? ” he said ; and they knew 
that’something must have happened, and sang the hymn 
seriously with him. • ' . 

But at the fifth verse Fris stopped ; he could not go on 
any longer. " Peter Funck is drowned ! ” he said in a 
voice that broke on the last word. A horrified whisper 
passed through the class, and they looked at one another 
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with uncomprehending eyes. Peter Funcli was the most 
active boy in the village, the best swimmer, and the greatest 
scamp the school had ever had—and he was drowned !. 

Fris walked up and down, struggling to control himself. 
The children dropped into softly whispered conversation 
•bout Peter Funck, and all tlicir faces had grown old 
with gravity. “ Where did it happen ? ” asked a big 
boy. 

Fris awoke with a sigh. He had been thinking about 
this boy, who had shirked everything, and had then become 
the best sailor in the village ; about all the thrashings he 
liad given him, and the pleasant hohrs they had spent 
together on winter evenings when the lad was home from 
a voyage and had looked in to see his old master. There 
had been much to co'rfect, and things of grave importance 
that Fris had had to patch up for the lad in all secrecy, 
so that they should not affect his whole life, and- 

“ It was in the North Sea.’ he said. “ I think they’d _ 
been in England.” 

“ To Spain with dried fish,” said a boy. “ And from 
there they went to England witli oranges, and were bringing 
a cargo of coal home.” 

• Yes, I think that was it,” said Fris. “ The}' were in 
the North Sea, and were surprised by a storm ; and Peter 
had to go aloft.” 

“Yes, for the Trokkadej is sucli a crazy old hulk. As 
soon as there’s a little wind, they have to go aloft and 
lake in sail,” said another boy. 

“ And he fell down,” Fris went on, “ and struck the 
rail and fell into the sea. There were the marks of his 
sea-boots on the rail. They braced—or whatever it’s 
called—and managed to turn; but it took them half-an- 
hour to get up to the place. And just as they jgot there, 
he sank before their eyes. He had been struggling in the 
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icy water for tialf-an-hour—with sea-boots and oilskins 
on—and yet-” 

A long sigh passed through the class. “ He was the 
best swimmer on the whole shore ! ” said Henry. “ He 
dived backwards off the gunwale of a bark that was lying 
in the roads here taking in water, and came up on the othet 
side of the vessel. He got ten rye rusks from the captaia 
himself for it.” 

“ He must have suffered terribly,”^ said Fris. “ It 
would almost have been better, for him if lie hadn’t been 
able to swim.” ■ 

“ That’s what my father says! ” said a little boy. 

‘‘ He can’t swim, for he says it’s better for a sailor not to 
be able to ; it only keeps you in torture.” 

“ My father can’t swim either! ” exclaimed another. 
“Nor mine either!” said a third. “He' could easily 
learn, but he won’t.” And they went on in tliis way, 
holding up their hands. They could all swim themselves, 
but it appealed that hardly any of their fathers could; 
they had a superstitious feeling against it. “ Father says 
you oughtn’t to tempt Providence if you’re wrecked,” one 
boy added. 

“ 'Why, but then you’d not be doing your best! ” 
objected a little faltering voice. Fris turned quickly 
towards the corner where Pelle sat blushing to the tips of 
his ears. 

. “ Look at that little man I ” said Fris, impressed. 
“ And I declare if he isn’t right and all the rest of us wrong 1 
God helps those that help themselves I ” 

“ Perhaps,” said a voice. It was Henry Bodker’s. 

“ Well, well, I know He didn’t help here, but still we 
ought always to do what we can in all the circumstances 
of life. Peter did his best—and he was the cleverest boy 
I ever had.” 


N 
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The children smiled at one another, remembering various 
tilings. Peter Funck had once gone so far as to wrestle 
with the master himself, but they had not the heart to bring 
this up. One of the bigger boys, however, said, half for 
the purpose of teasing : “He never got any farther tlmn 
the twenty-seventh hymn !J’ 

“ Didn’t he indeed ? ’’ snarled Fris. “ Didn’t he indeed ? 
And you think pcrliaps you’re clever, do \'ou ? Let’s sec 
how far 3X)u’ve got, then ! ’’ And he took up the hymn- 
book with a trembling hand. He could not stand anything 
being said against boys that had left. 

The name Blue-bag continued to stick to Pelle, and 
nothing had ever stung him so much ; and there was no 
chance of his getting rid of it jjefore the summer came, 
and that was a long way off. 

One day the fisher-boys ran out on to the breakwater 
in plajdime. A boat had just come in through the pack- 
ice with a gruesome cargo—five frozen men; one of whom 
was dead and lay in the fire-engine house, while the four 
others had been taken into various cottages, where they 
were being rubbed with ice to draw the frost out of them. 
The farmer-boj's were allowed no share in all this excite¬ 
ment, for the fisher-boys, who went in and out and saw 
everything, drove them away if they approached—and 
sold meagre information at extortionate prices. 

The boat had met a Finnish schooner drifting in the 
sea, covered with ice, and with frozen rudder. She was 
too heavily laden, so that the waves went right over her 
and froze; and the ice had made her sink still deaper. 
When she was found, her deck was just on a ievel with 
the water, ropes of the thickness of a finger had become as 
thick as an arm with ice, and the men who ^vere lashed to 
the rigging were shapeless masses of ice. They were like 
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knights in arnaour with closed visor when they were taken 
down, and their clothes had to be hacked off their bodies. 
Tlrree boats had gone out now to try and save the vessel; 
there would be a large sum of money to divide if they were 
successful. 

Pellcf was determined not to be left out of all this, even 
if he got his shins kicked in, and so kept near and listened. 
The boys were talking gravely and looked gloomy. What 
tliose men had put up with ! And perhaps their hands or 
feet would mortify and have to be cut off. Each boy 
behaved as if he were bearing his share of their sufferings, 
and they talked in a manly way and in gruff voices. “ Be 
off with you, bull! ” they called to Pelle. They were not 
fond of Blue-bags for the moment. 

The tears came to P(iJle’s eyes, but he would not give 
in, and wandered away along the wharf. 

“Be off with you! ” they shouted again, picking up 
stones in a menacing way. “ Be off to the other bumpkins, 
will you ! ’’ They came up and hit at him. “ What are 
you standing there and staring into the water for ? You 
might turn giddy and fall in head first! Be off to the 
other yokels, will you ! Blue-bag 1 ” 

Pelle turned literally giddy, With the strength of the 
determination that seized upon his little brain. “ I’m no 
more a blue-bag than you are ! ’’ he said. “ Why, you 
wouldn’t even dare to jump into the water f ” 

“ Just listen to him ! He thinks you jump into' the 
vs^er for fun in the middle of winter, and get cramp ! ’’ ■ 
Pelle just heard their exultant laughter as he sprang 
off tire- breakwater, and the Water, thick with ground-up 
ice, closed above his head. The top of his head appeared 
again, he made two or three strokes with his arms like a 
dog, and’ sank. 

The boys ran in confusion up and down and shouted. 
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and one of them got hold of a boat-hook. Then Henry 
Bddker came running up, sprang in head first without 
stopping and disappeared, while a piece of ice that he had 
struck with his forehead made ducks and drakes over the 
water. Twice his head appeared above the ice-filled water, 
to snatch a breath of air, and then he came up with Pelle. 
They got him hoisted up on to the breakwater, and Henry 
set to work to give hinr a good thrashing. 

Pelle had lost consciousness, but the thrashing had the 
effect of bringing him to. He suddenly opened his eyes, 
was on his legs in a trice, and darted away like a sand- 
.piper. 

“ Run home ! ” the boys roared after him. “ Run as 
hard as ever you. can, or you’ll be ill! Only tell your 
father you fell in! ” And Peife ran. He needed no 
persuasion. Wherr he reached Stone Farm, his clothes 
were frozen quite stiff, and his trousers could stand alone 
when he got out of them ; but he himself was as warm as 
a toast. « 

He would not lie to his father, but told him just what 
had happened. Lasse was angry, angrier than the boy had 
ever seen him before. 

Lasse knew how to treat a horse to keep it from catching 
’ cold, and began to rub Pelle’s naked body with a wisp of 
.«traw, while the boy lay on the bed, tossing about uaduf. 
the rough handling. His father took no notice of lus' 
groans, but scolded him. “ You mad little devil, to ^smp 
straight into the sea in the middle of winter like a lovesick 
woman ! You ought to have a whipping, that’s what you 
ought to have—a good sound whipping ! But I’ll let you 
off this time if you’ll go to sleep and try to sweat so 
that we can get that nasty salt water out of your 
body. I wonder if it wouldn’t be a good thing to bleed 
you.” 
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Pelle did not want to be bled ; he was very comtorlable 
lying there, now that ho had been sick. But his thoughts 
were very serious. “ Supposing I’d been drowned! ” he 
said solemnly. 

“ If you had, I’d have thrashed you to within an inch 
of your^ife,” said Lasse, angrily. 

Pelle laughed. 

"Oh, you may laugh, you word-catcher!” snapped 
Lasse. " But it’s no joke bcing fathcr to a little ne’er-do- 
weel of a cub like you ! ’* Saying which he Went angrily 
out inlo the stable. He kept on listening, however, and 
coming up to })ecp in and sec whether fever or any other 
devilry had come of it. 

But Pelle slept quietly with his head under the quilt, 
and diearned that he was no less a* person than Henry 
Bodkci. 

* * * ♦ ♦ 

Pelle did«iiot ham to read much that winter, but he 
learned tweiily and odd hymns by heart only by using his 
ears, and he got the name Blue-bag, as applied to liimsclf, 
completely banished, lie had gained ground, and strength¬ 
ened his position by several bold strokes.; and the school 
began to take account ol him as a brave boy. And Henry,’ 
who as a ruP took no notice of anybody,’took him seyef«l 
times under lus wing. - * ’ 

• 'J^ow and then he had a bad conscience, especially when 
his father in his newly-awakened tliirst for knowledge, 
cami’ to liim for the solution of sonle. problem or other, 
and he was at a loss lor an answer. 

“ But it’s you who ought to have the learning," Lasse 
would then say reproachfully. 

As the winter drew to an end, and the examination 
ap])roached, Pelle became nervous. Many uncomfortable 
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fcports were current of the severity of the examination 
among the boys—of putting into lower classes and complete 
dismissal from the school. 

Pelle had the misfortune not to be heard independently 
in a single hymn. Ho had to give an account of the Fall. 
The theft of the apple was easy to get through, 'but the 

curse-! “ And God said tuito the serpent Upon 

thy belly slialt thou go, upon thy belly shalt thou 
go, upon thy belly shalt thou go ! ” He could get no 
further. 

" Does it still do that, then ? ” asked the clergyman 
kindly. 

“ Yes—for it has no limbs.” 

“ And can you explain to me what a limb is ? ” The 
priest was known to be the best examiner on the island ; 
he could begin in a gutter and end in heaven, people said. 

” A limb is—is a hand.” 

“ Yes, that is one. But can’t you tell me something 
that distinguishes all limbs from other parts ni the body ? 
A limb is—well ?—a ?—n part of the body that can move 
by itself, for instance ? Well! ” 

“ The cars ! ” said Pelle, jxrhaps because liis own were 
burning. 

“ 0 -oh ? Can you move your ears, then ? ” 

" Yes.” By dint of great perseverance, Pelle had 
acquired that art in the course of the previous summer, so 
as not to be outdone by Rud. 

” Then, upon my word, 1 should like to sec it ! ’’ ex¬ 
claimed the clergyman. 

So Pelle worked his ears industriously backwards and 
forwards, and the priest and the school committee and 
the parents all laughed. Pelle got “ excellent ” in 
religion. 

“ So it was your ears after all that saved you,” said 
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Lasse, ddighted. " Didn’t I tell you to use your ears well ? 
Highest marks in religion only for moving your ears 1 
Why, I should think you might become a parson if you 
liked! ” 

■ And he went on for a long time. But wasn’t he the 
devil ofe, laddie to be able to answer like that! 



XII 

" Come, cubby, cubby, cubby! Come on, you silly little 
chicken, there’s nothing to be afraid of 1 ” Pellc was 
enticing liis favourite calf with a wisp of green corn ; but 
it was not quite sure of liim to-day, for it had had a beating 
for bad behaviour.. 

Pelle felt very much, like-a. fatl^cr whose child gives him 
sorrow and compels him to use severe measures. And now 
this misunderstandirjg—that the calf w'ould have nothing 
to do with him, -although it was for its owm good that he 
had beaten it! But there was no help for it, and as long as 
Pelle had them to jnind, he intended to be obeyed. 

At last it let him come close up to it, so that he could 
stroke it. It stood still for a little and was sulky, but 
3'ielded at last, ate the green food and snuffed in his face 
by way of thanks. 

“ Will you be good, then ? ” said Pelle, shaking it, by 
its stumps of-horns. “ Will 3 011, eh ? ” It tossed its head 
mischievously, “Very well, then you shan’t carry my 
coat to-day.” 

The strange thing about this calf was that the first day 
it was let out, it would not stir, and at last the boy left it 
behind for Lasse to take in again. But no sooner was it 
behind him than it followed of its own- accord, with its 
forehead close to his back; and always after that it walked 
beliind him when they went out and came home, and it 
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carried his overcoat on its back when it looked as if there 
would be rain. 

• Pclle’s years were few in number, but to his animals 
he was a grown man. Formerly he had only been able 
to make them respect him sufficiently to obey him at 
close quarters; but tins year he could hit a cow at a 
distance of a hundred paces with a .stone, and that gave 
him power over the animals at a distance, especially when 
he thought of calling out the animal’s name as he hit it. 
In this way they realised that the pain came from him, 
and learned to obey the mere call. 

For punishment to be effectual, it must follow imme¬ 
diately upon the misdeed. There was therefore no longer 
any such thing as lying in wait for an animal that had. 
offended, and coming ijp behind it when later on it was 
grazing peacefully. That only caused confusion. To run 
an animal until it was tired out, hanging on to its tail and 
beating it all round the meadow only to revenge one’s self, 
was also stupid ; it made the whole flock restless and 
difficult to manage for the rest of the day. Pelle weighed 
the end and the means against one another ; he learned to 
quench his tlurst for revenge with good practical reasons. 

Pelle was a boy, and he was not an idle one. All day, 
from five in the morning until nine at night, he was busy 
with something or other, often most useless tilings. For 
hours he practised walking on liis hands, turning a somer¬ 
sault, and jumping the stream ; he was always in motion. 
Hour after hour he would run unflaggingly round in a circle 
on the grass, like a tethered foal, leaning towards the 
centre as he ran, so that his hand could pluck the grass, 
kicking up behind, and neighing and snorting. He was 
pouring forth energy from morning till night with open- 
handed profusion. 

But minding the cattle was work, and here he husbanded 



l86 


PELLE THE CONQUEROR 

his energy. Every step that could be saved here was like 
capital acquired ; and Pcllc took careful notice of every¬ 
thing, and was always improving his methods. He learned 
that punishment worked best when it only hung as a threat ; 
for much beating made an animal callous. He also learned 
to see when it was absolutely necessary to interfere. If 
this could not be done in the very act, he controlled himself 
and endeavoured upon the strength of his experience to 
bring about exactly the same situation once more, and then to 
be prepared. The little fellow, unknown to himself, was 
alwa}?s engaged in adding cubits unto his stature. 

He had obtained good results. The driving out and 
home again no longer gave him any difficulty; he had 
succeeded for a whole week in driving the flock along a 
narrow field road, with growing coqi on both sides, without 
their having bitten off so much as a blade. And there was 
the still greater task of keeping them under control on a 
hot, close day—to hedge them in in full gallop, so that 
they, stood in the middle of the meadow stamping on the 
ground uith uplifted tails, in fear of the gad-flies. If he 
wanted to, he could make them tear home to the stable 
in wild flight, with their tails in the air, on }he coldest 
October day, onty by lying down in the grass and iniitating 
the hum of gad-flies. But that was a tremeiid(jus secret, 
that even Father Lasse knew nothing about. 

The amusing thing about the buzzing w'as that calves 
that w'ere out for the first time, and had never made the 
acquaintance of a gad-fly, instantly set off running, with 
tail erect, when they heard its angry buzz. 

Pelle had a remote ideal, which was to lie upon some 
elevated place and direct the whole flock by the sole means 
of Iris voice, and never need to resort to punishment. Father 
Lasse never beat either, no matter how wrong tilings went. 

There were some days—well, what did become of them ? 
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Before he had any idea of it, it was time to drive home. 
Other days were long enough, but seemed to sing themselves 
a^y, in the ring of scythes, the lowing of cattle, and 
people’s voices far away. Then the day itself went singing 
oVer the ground, and Pellc had to stop every now and then 
to listen. Hark ! there was music ! And he would run 
up on to the sandbanks and gaze out over the sea ; but it 
was not there, and inland there was no merrymaking that 
he knew of, and there were no birds of passage flying through 
the air at this time of year. But hark ! tliere was music 
again ! far away in the distance, just such a sound of 
music as reaches the car from so far off that one cannot 
distinguish the melody, or say what instruments are playing. 
Could it be the sun itself ? 

The song of light agd life streamed through him, as 
tliough he were a fountain ; and he would go about in a 
dreamy half-consciousness of melody and happiness. 

When the rain poured down, he hung his coat over a 
briar and lay^shcltered beneatli it, carving or drawing with 
a lead button on paper—horses, and bulls lying down, but* 
more often ships, sliips that sailed across the sea upon 
their own sgft melody, far away to foreign lands, to Negro- 
land and Cliiiia, for rare things. And when he was quite 
in the mood, he would bring out a broken knife and a piece 
of shale from a secret hiding-place, and set to work. There 
was a picture scratched on the stone, and he was now busy 
carving it in relief. He had worked at it on and off all 
through the summer, and now it was beginning to stand 
out. It was a bark in full sail, sailing over rippling water 
to Spain—yes, it was going to Spain, for grapes and oranges, 
and all the other delightful things that Pellc had never 
tasted yet. 

On rainy days it was a difficult matter to keep count of 
the time, and required the utmost exertion. On other 
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days it was easy enough, and Pcllc could tell it best by the 
feeling. At certain times of the day there were signs at 
home on the farm that told him the time, and the caKle. 
gave him other hours by their habits. At nine the first 
one lay down to chew the morning cud, and then all 
gradually lay down one by one ; and there was always a 
moment at about ten when they all lay chewing. At 
eleven the last 6f them were upon their legs again. It w'as 
the same in the'-afternoon between three and five. 

Midday w’as easy to determine when the sun was shining. 
Pelle could ahvays feel it W’hen it turned in its ]xxth. And 
there were a hundred other things in nature that gave him 
a connection with the times of day, such as the habits of 
the birds, and something about the fir-trees, and much 
besides that he could not lay hisfijiger upon and say it was 
there, because .it was onlyyj^lming. The time to drive 
home was given ijy the jjrfulc. themselves. When it drew 
neaf, they, grazed slowly round until their heads pointed 
in the direction of the farm; and there^vas a visible 
tension in their bodies, a homeward yearning. 

* * * * " * 

Rud had not shown himself all the week, and no sooner 
had he come to-day than Pelle had to give him a blowing-.' 
• up for some deceitfulncss. Then he ran home, and Pelle 
lay down at the edge of the fir-plantation, on Iris face with 
the soles of his feet in the air, and sang. All round him 
there were marks of his knife on tire tree-stems. On the 
earliest ships you saw the keel, and the deck was perpen¬ 
dicular to. the body. Those had been" carved the first ' 
summer. There was also a collection of tiny fields, here on 
the edge of the stream, properly ploughed, harrowed and' 
sown, each field about two feet square. 

Pelle was resting now after the exertion with Rud, 
by making the air rock with his jubilant bawling. Up at 
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the farm a man came out and went along the high-road 
with a bundle under his arm. It was Erik, who had to 
ap^ar in court in answer to a summons for fighting. Th^ 
the farmer drove out at a good pace towards the town, 
so' he was evidently off on the spree. Why couldn’t the man 
have driven with him, as they were both going the same 
way ? How quickly he drove, although she never followed 
him now. She consoled herself at home instead ! Could 
it be true that he had spent five hundred krones in drinking 
and amusement in one evening ? 

" The war is raging, the red blood streams. 

Among the moantains ring shouts and screams! 

The Turk advances with cruel rage; 

And sparing neither youth nor age. - 
They go-” 

“ Ho ! ” Pclle sprang to his feet and gazed up over the 
clover-field. The dairy-cows up there for the last quarter 
of an hour had been looking (tp at the farm every other 
moment, an<f now Aspasia lowed, so his father must soqn 
be coming out to move them. There ho came, waddling 
round the corner of the farm. It was not far to file lowest 
of the cows, so when his father was there, Pelle could seize 
the opportunity just to run across and say good-day to him. 

He brought his animals nearer together and drove* 
them slowly over to the other fence and up the fields. 
Lasse had moved tfie upper half, and was now crossiiig over 
diagonally to the bull, which stood a little apart froni the 
others. The bull was growling arid kicking up the earth ; 
its longue hung out at one side of its mouth, arid it tossed 
its head quickly: it was angry. Then it advanced with 
short steps and all kinds of antics; and how it stamped ! 
Pelle felt a desire to kick it on the nose as’he* had often 
done before ; it had no business to threaten Lasse, even if 
it meant nothing by it. 
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Father Lasse took no notice of it either. He stood 
hammering away at the big tether-peg, to loosen it. 
“ Good-day ! ” shouted Pelle. Lasse turned his head /nd 
nodded, then bent down and hammered the peg into the 
ground. The bull was just behind him, stamping ciuickly, 
with open mouth and tongue hanging out ; it Itokcd as 
if it were ^•omiting, and the sound it made answered exactly 
to that. Pelle laughed as he slackened his pace. He was 
close bj^ 

But suddenly Father Lasse turned a somersault, fell, 
and \\’as in the air again, and then fell a little way off. 
Again the bull was about to toss him, but Pelle was at its 
head. He was not wearing wooden shoes, but lie kicked 
it with his bare feet until he was giddy. The bull knew 
him and tried to go round him, bui Pelle sprang at its head 
shouting and kicking, and, almost Iresidc himself, seized 
it by the horns. But it put him gently on one side and wont 
forward towards Lasse, blowing along the ground so that 
the grass waved. 

It took hold of him by the blouse and shook him a little, 
and then tried to get both his horns under him to send him 
up into the air ; but Pelle was on his feet again, and as 
quick as lightning had drawn his knife and plunged it in 
between the bull’s hind legs. The bull uttered a short 
roar, turned Lasse over on one side, and dashed off over the 
fields at a gallop, tossing its head as it ran, and bellowing. 
Down by the stream it began to tear up the bank, filling' 
the air with earth and grass. 

Lasse lay groaning with his eyes closed, and Pelle stood 
pulling in vain at his arm to help him up, crying : Father, 
little Father Lasse ! ” At last Lasse sat up. 

“ Who’s that singing ? ” he asked. “ Oh, it’s you, is 
it, laddie ? And you’re crying ! Has any one done any¬ 
thing to you ? Ah yes, of course, it was tlie bull! It was 
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just going to play fandango with me. But what did you 
do to it, that the devil took it so quickly ? You saved 
yoqr father’s life, little though you are. Oh, hang it! 

I think I’m going to be sick ! Ah me ! ” he went on when 
tlie sickness was past, as he wiped the perspiration from 
his forclread. “If only I could have had a dram. Oh, 
yes, he knew me, the fellow, or I shouldrr’t have got off so 
easily. He only wanted to play with me a little, you 
know. He was a wee bit spiteful because I drove him 
away from a cow this morning; I’d noticed that. But 
who’d have thought he’d have turned on me. He wouldn’t 
have done either if I hadn’t been so silly as to wear some¬ 
body elsc’s clothes. This is Mons’s blouse; I borrowed 
it of him while I washed my own. And Mr. Bull didn’t 
like the strange smell about me. Well, we’ll see what 
Mons’ll say to this here slit. I’m afraid he won’t be best- 
pleased.’’ 

Lasse talked on for a good while until he tried to rise, 
and stood up jvith Pelle’s assistance. As he stood leaning 
on the boy’s shoulder, he swayed backwards and forwards. 
“ I should almost have said I was drunk, if it hadn’t been 
for the pains! ’’ he said, laughing feebly. “ Well, well, 

1 suppose I must thank God lor you, laddie. You always 
gladden my heart, and now you’ve saved my life too.” 

Lasse then stumbled homewards, and Pelle moved the 
rest of the cows on the road down to join his own.. He was 
both proud, and affected, but most proud. He had saved 
Father Lasse’s life, and from the big, angry bull that no 
one else on the farm dared have anything to do with. 
The next time Henry Bbdker came out to see him, he should 
hear all about it. 

He was a little vexed with himself for having drawn his 
knife. Every one here looked down upon-that, and said 
it was Swedish. He wouldn’t have needed to do it either 
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if there’d been time, or if only he had had on liis wooden 
shoes to kick the bull in the eyes with. He had very often 
gone at it with the toes of his wooden shoes, when it had to 
be driven into its stall again after a covering ; and it 
always took good care not to do anything to him. Perhaps 
he would put his linger in its eye and make it blind, or take 
it by the horns and twist its head round, like the man in the 
story, until its neck was wrung. 

Pelie grew and swelled up until he overshadowed every¬ 
thing. There was no limit to liis strength while he ran 
about bringing his animals together again. He passed 
like a storm over everything, tossed strong Erik and the 
bailiff about, and lifted—yes, lifted the whole of Stone 
Farm merely ,by putting his Ixand under the beam. It 
was quitc.a fit pf berserker rage 1 

In the very middle of it all, u occurred to him how 
awkward it would lie if the bailiff got to know that the bull 
was loose. It might mean a thrashing both for him and 
Lasse. He must go and look for it; and for safety’s 
sake he took his long whip with him and put on his wooden 
shoes. 

L The bull had made,a terrible mess down on the bank of 
the stream,, and had ploughed up a good piece of the 
meadow. It had left bloody traces along the bed of the 
stream and across the fields. Pelie followed these out 
towards the headland, where he found the bull. The 
huge animal had gone right in under the bushes, and was 
standing licking its wound. When it heard Pelle’s voice, 
it came out. “ Turn round ! ” he cried, flicking its mose 
with the whip. It put its head to the ground, bellowed, 
and moved heavily backwards. Pelie continued flicking 
it on the nose while he advanced step by step, shouting 
determinedly t “ Turn round ! Will you turn round ! ” 
At last it turned and set off at a run, Pelie seizing the 
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tether-pcg and running after. He kept it going with the 
whip, so that it should have no time for evil thoughts. 

When this was accomplished, he was ready to drop with 
fatigue, and lay crouched up at the edge of the fir-planta- 
tirtn, thinking sadly of Father Lasse, who must be going 
about up there ill and with nobody to give him a helping 
hand with his work. At last the situation became un¬ 
bearable : he had to go home 1 

Zzzz! Zzzz! Lying fiat on the ground, Pclle crept 
over the grass, imitating the maddening buzz of the gad-fly. 
He forced the sound out between his teeth, rising and falling, 
as if it were flying hither and thither over the grass. The 
cattle stopped grazing and stood perfectly stiH with atten¬ 
tive cars. Then they began to grow nervhus,-kicking up 
their legs under their bodies, turniitg' their-heads to <mc 
side in little curves, and starting ; and then up «rent their 
tails. He made thg sound more persistently alrgry.'and 
the whole fl<,>ck, infecting one another, turned and began 
to stamp round in wild panic. Two calves broke out of 
the tumult, and made a bee-line for the farfn, and the 
whole flock followed, over stock and stone. All Pellc had to 
do n(.)W was to run after them, making plenty of fuss, and 
craftily keep the buzzing going, so that the mood should 
last till they reached home. 

The bailiff himself came running to open the gate into 
the enclosure, and helped to get the animals in. Pelle 
expected a t»x on the ears, and stood still; but the bailiff 
only looked at him with a peculiar smile, and said : 
^'fheyVe beginning to get the upper hand of you, I think. 
Well, wellj” he went on, “ it’s all right as long as you can 
manage the bull! ” He was making fun -of him, and 
Pelle blushed up to the roots of his hair. . , 

Father Lasse had crept into bed. “ What a good 
thing you came ! " he said. “ I was just lying here and 

o 
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wondering how I was going to get the cows moved. I can 
scarcely move at all, much less get up.” 

It was a week before Lasse was on his feet again, and 
during that time the iield-cattlc remained in the enclosure, 
and Pelle stayed at home and did his fatlior’s work. He 
had his meals vith the others, and slept his inidday sleep 
in the barn as they did. 

One day, in the middle of the day, the Sow came into 
the yard, drunk. She took her stand in the upper yard, 
where she avas forl.iidden to go, and stood there calling for 
Kongstrup. The farmer was at home, but did not show 
himself, and not a soul was to be seen behind the high 
windows. ” Kongstrup, Kongstrup! Come here for a 
little ! ” she called, with her eyes on the pavement, for she 
could not lift her head. The bailiff was not at home, and 
the men remametl in hiding in tlie barn, hoping to sec some 
fun. “ I say, Kongstrup, come out a moment ! I want 
to speak to you ! ” said the Sow, indistinctly—and then 
went up the steps and tried to open the dotir. She ham¬ 
mered upon it a few times, and stood talking with her face 
close to the door ; and when nobody came, she reeled down 
the steps and went away talking to herself and not looking 
round. 

A little while after the sound of weeping began up there, 
and just as the men were going out to the fields, the farmer 
came rushing out and gave orders that the horse should be 
harnessed to the chaise. While it was being done, he walked 
about nervously, and then set off at full speed. As he 
turned the corner of the house, a window opened and a 
voice called to him imploringly: " Kongstrup, Kong¬ 
strup 1 ” But he drove quickly on, the window closed, 
and the weeping began afresh. 

In the afternoon Pelle was busying liimself about the 
lower yard when Kama came to him and told him to go 
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up to the mistress. Pelle went up hesitatingly. He was 
not sure of her, and all the men were out in the fields. 

Fru Kongstrup lay upon the sofa in her husband’s 
stud 3 ^ which she always occupied, day or night, when her 
husband was out. She had a wet towel over her forehead, 
and hor whole face was red with weeping. 

" Come here ! ” she said, in a low voice. “ You aren’t 
afraid of me, are you ? ” 

Pelle had to go up to her and sit on the chair beside her. 
He did not know what to do with his eyes ; and his nose 
began to run with the excitement, and he had no pocket- 
handkerchief. 

“ Are you afraid of me ? ” she asked again, and a bitter 
smile crossed her lips. 

He had to look at ker to show that he wjas not afraid, 
and to tell the truth, she was-not like a witch.at all, but 
only like a human being who cried and was unhappy. 

“ Come here ! ” she said, and she wiped his nose with 
her own fine handkerchief, and stroked Iris hair. ‘‘You 
haven’t even a mother, poor little thing!,” And she 
smoothed down his clumsily-nrcndcd blouse. 

‘‘ It’s three years now since Mother Bengta died, a'fid 
she’s lying in the west corner of the churchyard.” ' 

‘‘ Do you miss her very much ? ” 

“ Oh, well. Father Lasse mends my clothes! ” 

‘‘ I’m sure she can’t have been very good to you.” 

“ Oh, yes i ” said Pelle, nodding earnestly. ‘‘ But she 
was so fretful, she was always ailing; and it's better they 
should go when they get like that. . But now we’re soon 
going to get married again—when Father Lasse’s found 
somebody that’ll do.” 

" And then I suppose you'll go away from here ? I’m 
sure you aren’t comfortable here, are you ? ” 

Pelle had found his tongue, but now feared a trap, and 
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became dumb. He only nodded. Nobody should come 
and accuse him afterwards of ha^dng complained. 

“ No, you aren’t comfortable,” she said in a plaintive 
tone. “ No one is comfortable at Stone Farm. Every¬ 
thing turns to misfortune here.” 

" It’s an old curse, that ! ” said Pelle. 

“ Do they say so ? Yes, yes, I know they do ! And 
they say of me that I’m a dcvrl—only because I love a 
single man—and caniwt put up with being trampled on.” 
She wept and pressed his hand against her quivering face. 

“ I’ve got to go out and move the cows,” said Pelle, 
wriggling about uneasily in an endeavour to get away. 

" Now you’re afraid of me again ! ” she said, and tried 
to smil9v It was like a gleam of sunshine after rain. 

“ No—only I’ve got to go out a|^ move the cows.” 

” There’s still a whole hour before that. But why 
aren't you herding to-day ? Is your father ill ? ” 

' Then Pelle had to tell her about the bull. 

“ You’re a good boy! " said the mistressj patting his 
head. " If I had a son, I should like him to be like you. 
But now you shall have some jam, and then you must run 
to the shop for a bottle of black-currant rum. so that we 
can make a hot drink for your father. If you hurry, you 
can be back before moving-time.” 

Lasse had his hot drink, even before the boy returned ; 
and every day while he kept his bed he had something 
strengthening—although there was no black-currant rum 
in it. • ^ • 

During this time Pelle went up to the mistress nearly 
every day. Kongstrup had gone on business to Copenhagen. 
She was kind to him and gave him nice things to eat; and 
while he ate, she talked without ceasing about Kongstrup, 
or asked him what people thought about her. Pelle had to 
tell her, and then she was upset and began to cry. There 
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was no end to her talk about the farmer, but she contra¬ 
dicted herself, and Pellc gave up trying to make anything 
of it. Besides the good tilings she gave him were quite 
enough for liim to think about. 

• Down in their room he repeated everything word for 
word, ;md Lasse lay and listened, and wondered at this 
little fellow who had the run of high places, and was in the 
mistress’s confidence. Still he did not quite like it. 

"... She could scarcely stand, and had to hold on to 
Hie table when she was going to fetch me the biscuits, she 
was so ill. It was only because he’d treated her badly, 
she said. Do you know she hates him, and would like to 
kill him, she says ; and yet she says that he’s the hand¬ 
somest man in the world, and asked me if I’ve seen any 
one handsomer in all ^wedeur And then she cries as if 
she was mad.” . 

" Docs she ? ” said Lasse,’ thoughtfully. ” I don’t 
suppose she knows what she’s saying., or else she says it 
for reasons Qf her own. But all the same,‘it’s not true 
that he beats her ! She’s telling a lie. I’m sure.” 

“ And why should she lie ? ” ■ 

" Because she wants to do him harm, I suppose. But 
it’s true he’s a fine man—and cares for everybody except 
just her; and that’s the misfortune. I don’t like your 
being so much up there; I’m so afraid you may come to 
some harm.” 

“ How could I ? She’s so good, so very good.” 

_ “ How am I to know that ? No, she isn’t good—her 
eyes aren’t good, at any rate.' She’s brought more than 
one person into misfortune by looking at them. But there’s 
nothing to be done about it; the poor man has to risk 
tilings.” 

Lasse was silent, and stumbled about for a little while. 
Then he came up to Pelle. “ Now, see here 1 Here’s a 
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piece of steel I've found, and you must remember always 
to have it about you, especially when you go up there! 
And then—yes, then \vc must leave the rest in God’s hand. 
He's the only one who j)erhaps looks after poor little boys.” 

Lasse was up for a short while that day. He was getting 
on quickly, thank God, and in two days they might be back 
in their old ways again. And next winter they must try 
to get away from it all! 

On the last day that Pelle stayed at home, he went up 
to the mistress as usual, and ran her errand for her. And 
that day he saw something unpleasant that made him glad 
that this was over. She took lier teeth, palate, and every¬ 
thing out of her mouth, and laid them on the table in front 
of her! 

So she a witch ! 



XIII 

Pelle was coming home with his young cattle. As he 
came near the farm he issued his commands in a loud voice, 
so that his father might hear. “ Hi! Spasianna ! where 
are you going to ? Dannebrog, you confounded old ram, 
will you turn round! ” But Lasse did not come to open 
the gate of the enclosure. 

When he had got the animals in, he ran into the cow- 
stable. His fathe.- was neither there nor in their room, 
and his Sunday wooden shoes and his woollen cap were 
gone. Tlien Pelle remembered that it was Saturday, and 
tliat probably the old man had gone to the shop to fetch 
spirits for the men. 

Pelle went down, into the. servants’ room to get his 
supper. The men had come home late, and were sti9 
sitting at the table, which was covered with spilt milk and 
potato-skins. They were engrossed in a wager; Erik 
undertook to eat twenty salt herrings with potatoes after 
he had finished his meal. The stakes were a bottle of 
spirits, and the others were to peel the potatoes for him. . 

Pelle got out his pocket-knife and peeled himself a pil^ 
of potatoes. He left the skin on the herring, but scraped 
it carefully and cut off the head and tail; then he cut it 
in pieces and ate it without taking out the bones, with the 
potatoes and the sauce. While he did so, he looked at Erik 
—the giant Erik, who was so strong and was not afraid of 
anything between heaven and earth. Erik had children 

199 



20« PELLE THE CONQUEROR 

dl over the place 1 Erik could put his finger into" the 
barrel of a gun, and hold tlio gun straight out at arm’s 
lengthErik could drink as much as three otliers ! 

And now Erik was sitting and eating twenty salt herrings 
, after his hunger was satisfied. He took tlie herring by the 
head, drew it once between his legs, and then ate it as it 
was ; and lie ate potatoes to them, quite as quickly as the 
others could peel them. In between whiles he swore 
because the bailiff had refused him permission to go out 
thkt evening; there was going to be the devil to pay 
a'llblit*tTtat: he’d teach them to keep Erik at home when 
wanted %o go out! 

Pette’ quickly swallowed his herring and porridge, and 
set off again to run to meet his father ; he was longing 
immensely to see him. Out at the jiump the girls were 
busy scouring the milk-pails and kifehen pans ; and Gustav 
was standing in the lower yard with tiis arms on the fence, 
talking to them. He Was really watching Bodil, wliose 
eyes were always following the new •pupil, wlio was strut ting 
up and down and showing off his long boots with patent- 
leather to|>s. - 

Pelle was stopped as he ran past, and set to pump water. 
The rhen now came up'and went across to the barn, perhaps 
to try their strength. Since Erik liad come, they always 
tried their strength in their free time. There was notliing 
Pelle found so exciting as trials of strength, and he worked 
hard so as to get done and go over there. 

Gustav, who Waa generally the most eager, continued 
io stand and vcr\t his ill-nature upon the pupil. 

't “ There must be money there! ” said Bodil, thoughtfully. 

“Yes, you sTroiild try him ; perhaps you might become 
a farmer’s wife. The bailiff won’t anyhow; and the 
farmer—well, you saw the Sow’ the other day ; it must be 
nice to have that in prospect.” 
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‘‘■Who told 5’ou that the bailiff won’t ? ” answered 
Bodil, sharply, “ Don’t imagine that we need you to hold 
the candle for us! Little children aren’t alloM’ed to see 
everything.” 

. Gustav turned red. “ Oh, hold your jaw, you hussy 1 ” 
he muttered, and sauntered down to the barn. ; 

" Oh, goodness gracious, my poor old mother, 

Who'.s up on deck and can’t stand 1" 

sang Mons over a.t the stable-door, wlxere he was .st;aiidiDg. 
hammering at a cracked wooden shoe. Pelle and thie. 
girls were quarrelling, and up in the attic the Ijaiiiff CQuhi. 
be heard going about; he was busy putting pipes in opder. 
Now and then a long-drawn sound came from the'higir 
house, like the distant howling of some anynal, making the 
people shudder with dre^tiness. 

A man dressed in his best clothes, ,and with a bundle 
under his arm, slipped out of the door from the mert’s rooms, 
and crept along by the building in the lower yard. It-was 
Erik. 

“ Hi, there! Where the devil are you .going ? ” 
thundered a voice from the bailiff’s window# The man 
ducked his head a little, and pretended not to hear. “ Do 
you hear, you confounded Kab3de ! Erik ! ” This time 
Erik turned and darted in at a barn-dopr. ■ 

Directly after the bailiff came down and went across 
the yard. In the chaff-cutting barn the mtnr were standing 
laughing at Erik’s bad luck. ■” He’s a, devil for, keeping 
watch!” said Gustav. “You. must be. up early jtp get, 
the better of him." • 

“ Oh, I’ll manage to dish him I ” said Erik. “ I wasn’t 
born yesterday. And if he doesn’t mind his own business, 
we shall come to blows.” 

There was a sudden silence as the bailiff’s well-known 
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step was heard upon the stone paving. Erik stole 
away. 

The form of the bailiff filled the doorway. “ Who sent 
Lasse for gin ? "he asked sternly. 

They looked at one another as if not understanding. 

Is Lasse out ? ” asked Mons then, with the most innocent 
look in the world. “ Ay, the old man’s fond of spirits,” 
said Anders, in explanation. ' •' 

"Oh, ye*; you're good comrades!” said the bailiff. 
.. " First yott make the did man go, and then j’ou leave 
him in the lurch. You deserve a thrashing, all of 
you.’* , . ■ 

“ No, we don’t deserve a thrasldng, and dpn’t mean to 
submit to one either,” said the head man, going a step 
forward. ** Let me tell you-” 

" Hold your tongue, roan 1 ” cried liie bailiff, going close 
up to him, and Karl Johan drew back. 

“ Where’s Erik ? ” 

“ He must be in his room.” 

■ The bailiff went in through tlie horse-stable, something 
in his carriage showing, that he was not altogether, unpre¬ 
pared for an attack from Iwhind. Erik was in bed, with 
the quilt drawn up to liis ey-es. 

“ What’s the meaning of this ? Are you ill ? ” asked 
the bailiff. ■ 

“ Yes, I think I’ve caught cold. I’m shivering so.” He 
tried to make his teeth chatter. 

" It isn’t the rot, I hope ? ” said the bailiff sympa¬ 
thetically. " Let’s look at you a little, poor fellow.” He 
whipped off the quilt. " Oho, so you’re in bed with 
your best things on—and top-boots 1 It’s your grave- 
clothes, perhaps ? And I suppose you were going out to 
order a pauper’s grave for yourself, weren’t you ? It’s 
time we got you put underground, too; seems to me 
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you’re beginning to smell already ! ” He sniffed at him 
once or twice. 

But Erik sprang out of bed as if shot by a spring, and 
stood erect close to him. “I’m not dead yet, and perhaps 
I don’t smell any more than some other people ! ’’ he said, 
his eyes flashing and looking about for a weapon. . •. • 

The bailiff felt his hot breath upon his face, and knew 
it would not do to draw back. He planted his fist in the 
man’s stomachj so that he fell back'upon the bed and 
gasped for breath; and then held him down with a hand 
upon his chest. He was burning with a desire to do more, 
to drive his fist into the face of this rascal, who grumbled 
whenever one’s back was turned, and had to be driven to 
every little task. Here was all the servant-worry that 
embittered his existence—dissatisfaction with the fare, 
cantankerousness in wor^, threats of leaving when things 
were at their busiest—difficulties without end. Here was 
the slave of many years of worry and ignominy, and 
all he wante4 was one little pretext—a blow from this 
big fellow who never used his strength for work, but Only 
to take tire lead in all disturbances. 

But Erik lay quite still and looked at his enemy with 
watchful eye. “You may hit me, if you likeu There is 
such a thing as a magistrate in the country,” he said, with 
irritating calm. The bailiff’s muscles burned, but he was 
obliged to let the man go for fear of being spmmoned. 
“ Then remember another time not to be fractious! ” he 
said, letting go his hold, “ or I’ll show you that there is a- 
magistrate.” 

“ When Lasse comes, send him up to me with the gin ! ” 
he said to the men as he passed through the barn. 

“ The devil we will! ” said Mons, in an undertone. 

Pelle had gone to meet his father. The old man had 
tasted the purchase, and was in good spirits. “ There were 
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seven men in the boat, and tlic}' were all called Ole except 
one, and he was called Ole Olsen ! ” he said solemnly, 
when he saw the bo}-. “Yes, wasn't it a strange thing, 
Pelle, boy, that they should every one of them be called 
Ole—except the one, of course ; for his name was Ole 
Olsen.” Then he laughed, and nudged the boy mysteri¬ 
ously ; and Pelle laughed too, for he liked to see his father 
in good spirits. _ . 

The men caine up to them, and took the bottles from the 
herdsman. “ He’s been tasting it! ” said Anders, holding 
ths bottle tQ,.the light. “ Oh, the old drunkard! He’s 
Irad a taste ahihe bottles.” 

. the bpfths must leak at the .bottom !•" said 

Lasse, whom the dram had made quite,bwhk .'.‘For I’ve 
done nothing but just sninll. You’ve got to make sure, you 
know, that yon get the genuine thing and not jvist water.” 

They moved on down the anolosure, Ou^tav going in 
front and playing on his conoettina. A kind of excited 
merriment reigned over the..party. First,onc and then 
another would leap into the air as they went ; they uttered 
short, shrill cries and disconnected oaths at random. The 
consciousness of the full bottles, Saturday evening with 
the day of rest in prospect, and abovo all Uie row with the 
bailiff, had roused their tempers. 

They settled down below the cow-stable, in the grass 
close to the pond. The sun had long since, gone down, 
but the evening sky was. bright, and cast a flaming light 
upon their faces turned westward ; while the white farms 
inland looked dazzling in the-.twilight. 

Now the girls came sauntering over the grass, with their 
hands under their aprons, looking like silliouettes against 
the brilliant sky. They were humming a soft folk-song, 
and one by one sank on to the grass beside the rnen ; the 
evening twilight was in their hearts, and made their figures 
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and voices as soft as a caress. But the men’s mood was 
not a gentle one, and, they preferred tlie bottle. 

Gustav walked about extemporising on his concertina. 
He was looking for a place to sit down, and at last threw 
himself into Kama’s lap, and began to play a dance. Erik 
was the .first upon his feet. He led on account of his 
difference with the bailiff, and pulled Bengta up from the 
grass with a jerk. They danced a Swedish polka, and 
always at a certain place in the melody, he tossed her up. 
into the air with a shout. She shrieked evety time, and. lier 
heavy skictS stood out round her like the tAil of a turk(?y- 
cock, so that every one could see how long it was till Sunday.' 

in the niiddle of a'whirl he let go of her,* so th^it she 
stumbled pvet the grass and fell. The Bailiff’s window 
was visible from where tkey sat,'and a light patch had 
appeared at it.', “ He’s staving ! Lord, how he’s staring 1 
I say, can ■ you’ sec this ? Erik called out, holding up a 
gin-bottle. ■ Then, as he"drank; ‘‘Your health! Old 
Nick’s health ! • He, smells, the pig !’ Bah ! ” 'The others 
lauglied, and the face at the window disappeared. ' 

In between the dances they plaj'cd, drank, and wrestled. 
Tlieir actions became more and more wild, they uttered 
sudden j'ells that made the girls scream, threw themselves 
flat upon the ground in tlic middle of a dance, groaned as 
if they were dying, and sprang up again sud^iily with 
wild gestures and kicked the legs of those neayest to them.' 
Once or twice the bailiff sent the pupil to tell them to be 
quiet, but that only made the noise worse.' “ Tell him to 
go his own dog’s errands I ” Erik shouted after the pupil. 

Lasse nudged Pelle and they gradually drew farther 
and farther away. “ We’d better go to bed how,” Lasse 
said, when they had slipped away unnoticed. “ One 
never knows what this may lead to. They all of them see 
red; I should tliink they’ll soon begin to dance the dance 
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of blood. Ah me, if I’d been young I wouldn’t have'stolcn 
away like a thief; I’d have stayed and taken whatever 
might have come. There Wcis a time when Lasse could 
put both hands on the grt)und and kick his man in the 
face with the heels of his boots so that he went down like 
a blade of grass; but that time’s gone, and it’s^wisest to 
’take care of one’s self. This may end in the poh'ce and much 
more, not to mention the bailiff. Thcy’%’c been irritating 
him all the summer with that Erik at their head ; but if 
once he gets downright angry, Erik may go home to his 
mother.” 

Pelle wanted to stay up for a little and look at them. 
" If I crcfp along behind the fence and lie down—oh, do 
let me, fathei ! ” he begged. 

" Eh, wliat a silly idea ! fMey migut treat, you Daaiy 
il they got Irnld of 3 011. 1 hey’ie in the very worstof moods. 

Well, you must take the nmscquences, ajld for goodness’ 
sake take care they don’t see 3'ou ! ” 

bo Lksse went to bed, but Pelle crawled along on the 
ground behind the fence un_td he came close up to thertl. 
and could see er'ciydliing. 

Gustav was still sitting on Karpa’s opeiylap and jilajan^j, 
and she was holding hini fast in ‘her -arms. But Anders 
had put his arm round Bodil’s \vaisti ' Gustav discovered 
it, and with an oath flung away liis concortifiai sending it 
rolling over the grass, ahd sjuang up. Tlic others threw 
themselves down in a circle on the grass, brcatliing hard. 
They expected something. ^ . 

Gustav was like a savage dancing a war-dance. His 
mouth was open and his eyes bright and staring. He was 
the only man on the grass, and jumped up and down like 
a ball, hopped upon his heels, and kicked up his legs 
alternately to the height of his head, uttering a shrill cry 
with each kick. Then he shot up into the air, turning 
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round as he did so, and came down on one heel and went 
on turning round like a top, making himself smaller and 
smaller as he turned, and then exploded in a leap and 
landed in the lap of Bodil, who threw her arms about 
hiih in delight. 

In ap instant Anders had both hands on his shoulders 
from behind, set his feet against his back, and sent him 
rolling over the grass. It all happened without a pause, and 
Gustav himself gave impetus to his course, rolling along in 
jolts like an uneven ball. But suddenly he stopped and 
rose to his feet with a bound, stared straight in front of him, 
turned round with a jerk, and moved slowly towards Anders. 
Anders rose quickly, puslied his cap on one side, clicked 
with his tongue, and advanced, Bodil spread herself out 
more comfortably on f^ic ground, and looked proudly 
round the circle, eagerly noting the envy of the others'. 

The two antagonists stood face to face, feeling their 
way to a good grasp. They stroked one another affection¬ 
ately, pinched one another in the side, and made little 
.-.jesting remarks. 

“My goodness me, IiowTat you are,, brother 1 ” -This 
was Anders. • . ' 

" And wirnf breasts you’ve got I You might quite 
well be a woman,” answered Gustav, feeling Anders’ chest. 
" Eeh, how soft you arc ! ’’ Scorn gleamed in their faces, 
but their eyes followed every movement of their oppo¬ 
nent. Each of them expected a sudden attack from the 
other. 

The others lay stretched around them on the grass, 
and called out impatiently; Have done with that and 
look sharp about it! ’’ 

The two men continuea to stand and play as jf they 
were afraid, to really set to, or were spinning the thing out 
for its-still greater enjoyment. But suddenly Gustav had 
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seized Anders by the collar, thrown liimself backwards, 
and flung Anders over his head. It \yas done so quickly 
that Anders got no hold of Gustav ; but in swinging round 
he got a firm grasp of Gustav’s hair, and they both fell on 
their backs with their heads together and their bodies 
stretched in opposite directions. , 

Anders had fallen heavily, and lay half Unconscious, 
but without loosening his hold on Gustav’s hair. Gustav 
twisted round and tried to get upon his feet, but could not 
free his head. Then he wriggled back into this position 
again as quickly as a cat, turned a backwards somersault 
over his antagonist, and fell down upon him with his face 
towards the other’s. Anders tried to raise his feet to 
receive him, but was too late. 

Anders threw himself about im violent jerks, lay still 
and strained again with sudden strength to turn Gustav 
off, but Gustav held on. He let himself fall heavily upon 
his adversary, and sticking out his legs and anns to support 
him on the ground, raised himself suddcnlynpahd sat down 
again, catching Anders in the wind. All the time the 
thoughts of both vcrc directed towards gt;tting out their 
knives, and Anders, who had now fully recovered his senses, 
remembered distinctly that he had not ^)t his. " Ah ! ” 
he said aloud. “ \\’hat a fool I am’! ” « ’ 

“ You’re whining, are you ? ” said Gustav, bending his 
face over him. " Do you want to ask for mercy ? ” 

At that moment Anders felt Gustav’s knife pressing 
against his thigh, and in an instant had his hand down 
there and wrenched it free. Gustav tried to take it from 
him, but gave up the attempt for fear of being thrown off. 
He then confined himself to taking possession of one of 
Anders’ hands, so that he could not open the knife, an^ 
began sitting upon him in the region of his stomach. 

Anders lay in half surrender, and bore the blows without 
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trying to defend himself, only gasping at each one. With 
his left hand he was working eagerly to get the knife opened 
against the ground, and suddenly plunged it into Gustav 
just as the latter had risen to let himself fall heavily upon 
his-ojiponent’s body. 

Gustav seized Anders by the wrist, his face distorted, 
“ What the/levil arc you up to now, you swine ? ” he said, 
sjiittmg down into Anders’ face. " He’s trying to sneak 
out by the back-door! ” he said, looking round the circle 
with a face wrinkled like that of a young bull. 

They fought desperately for the knife, using hands and 
teeth and head; and when Gustav found that he could not 
get possession of tjie weapon, he set to work so to guide 
Anders’ hand that he should idungc it into his own body. 
He succeeded, Init the blgw was jiot straight, and the blade 
closed upon Anders’ lingers, making him throw the knife 
from him with an oath. 

Meanwhile Erik-was growing angry at no longer being 
the hero of 1% evening. '* Will 3’ou soon be finished, j’ou 
two cockerels, or must 1 have a bite toy ? " he said, trying 
to separate them. They took tiim hold of one another, 
but then Erik grew angry, and did something for whicli he 
was ever after renowned. He took hold of them and set 
them both upon tlieir feet. 

Gustav looked as if he were going to J;hrow himself into 
the battle again, and a sullen e.xpression overspread hia 
face; but thenjie began to sway like a tree chopped at 
the roots, and sank to the grpund. Bodii was the first 
to come CO his assistance. With a cry she ran to him and. 
threw her arms about him. 

He was carried in and laid upon his bed, Karl Johan 
jjpured spirit into the deep cut to clean it, and held it 
ffigether while Bodil basted it with needle and thread from 
one of the men’s Icxikers. Then they dispersed, in pairs, 

P 



210 


PELLE THE CONQUEROR 

as friendship permitted, Bodil, however, remaining with 
Gustav. She was true to him after all. 

* * * • ♦ 

Thus the summer passed, in continued war and friction 
with the bailiff, to whom, however, they dared do nothing 
when it came to the point. Then the disease struck 
inwards, and they set upon one another, " It .must come 
out somewhere,” said Lasse, who did not like this state of 
things, and vowed he would leave as soon as anything 
else offered, even if they had to run away from wages and 
clothes and everjdbing. 

. “ They’re discontented with their wagjjs, their working- 
hours are too long, and the food isn't good enough ; they 
pitch it about and waste it unt’il it tpakes one ill to see 
them, for anyhow it’s God’s gift, jp^en i! it might be better. 
And Erik’s at the bottom of it all! Hejs for ever boasting 
and bragging and stirring, up the others the'whole day long. 
But as soon as the bailiff is over him, he daren’t do any¬ 
thing any more than the ofhers^; so they all greep into their 
holes. Father Lasse is not such cowardly wind-bag as 
any otthenj^ old though he . • 

" r suppose a good conscience js the best support. If 
you have it and have done your duty, you can look both 
the bailiff and thejarmer—-and God the FathOT, too—in 
the face. For you must always remember, laddie, not to 
set yourself up aguinst those that are ^placed over you. 
Some of .us have to lie, servants and others masters ; how 
would everything ^o on if we who wqrk didn’t do our duty ? 
You can’t expect the gentlefolk to scrape up the dung in 
the cow-stable.” 

All this Lasse expounded a^te^; they had gone to bed, 
but Pelle had something better to do than to listen to it. 
He was sound asleep and dreaming that he was Erik himself, 
and was thrashing the baihfi with a big stick. . 



XIV 

In Pclle’s time, pickled herring was the Bornholmer’s 
important article of food. It \yas the regular breakfasi 
dwli in all classes «f society, and in the lower classes it pre 
dominated af the suppex-talile too—and sometimes ap 
pcared at dinner In- a slightly altered form. “ It's a bac 
place for food,” people ^ould say derisively of such-and 
such a farm'. “ You only get herring there twenty-one 
times a week.” 

VHien the elder was in llowef, well-regulated people 
brought oiu tieir salt-bo.xess according to old custom, and 
began to look out to sea ;..<he herring is fattest then. From 
the sloping land, which nearly cvcryiviiere lits a glimpse 
of the sea, people gazed out in the ear ly summer mornings 
for the homeward-coming boats. The weather and the 
way the boats lay in the wate'r v'ere -omens regarding the 
winter food. Then the report wcmld come wandering up 
over the island, of large hauls and good bargains. Tire 
farmers drove to the town or the fisTiing-village with tbeir 
largest waggons, and the herring-man worked his way up 
through the country from cottage to cottage with his horse, 
which was such a wretched animal that any one would have 
been legally justified in putting afbuUet through its'head. 

In the morning, when Pelle opened the stable doors to 
the field, the mist lay in every hollow like a pale grey 
lake, and on the high land, where the smoke rose briskly 

2II 
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Lrom k)Uses and farms, he saw men and women owning 
round the gable-ends, half-dressed, or in shirt or chemise 
only, gazing out to sea. He himself ran round the out¬ 
houses and peered out towards the sea which lay as white 
a» silver and took its crtohrs from the day. The red 
sails were hanging, taotioniess, and looked like splashes 
of blood ia Jthe heghtoess of day ; the boats lay deep in 
tl|» water, and liW HBwfy'.jnaking their way homewards 
in response to tbe.tkiftt Of the sinrs, dragging themselves 
along like cowfthat lire near 4 heir lim* for bearing. 

But all this had nothing to do wth him aiad his. Stone 
Farm, like the poor o^dihe parish, did not buy its herring 
♦until after the autumn, wlie» it was as dry as sticks and 
cost almost notiiing'. ^ At iliat time of year', herring was 
generally plentilul, ami wa'^ soli^ f'T bom twopence to 
twopence-halfpenny the fcurscoio as long as tlie demand 
continued. After tlmt-w was sold liy tlie caul>>ad as lood 
lor the pigs, or went on to the diuigliaap. 

One ^mday laorfting ill. IJlIk-autunuj, a messengir 
came miming iKta} tgfWn to Stcaic Farm to say that 
now herBng.,waB-to-be had. The bailiff came down inti> 
the servants* room wdifle they were at breakfast, and 
gave, orders that'all the working-teams were to be har¬ 
nessed. “ Then yoa’ll have to come- too! said Karl 
Johan to the two quirry diivers, wlio were married and 
lived up near the quarry, but came down ior.meaK. 

•‘‘Noj our horses jihan’t come out of the tftable (or 
that! ’’ said the drivers. “ They and we dril’e onlylhone 
itnd nothing els*.” “They sat fey a little while a«id indulged 
in sarcasms at the .expense of certain peoplfc Avho had not 
even Sunday at their own disposal, and one of, them, as 
he stretched himself in a particularly.irritating way, said : 
“Well, 1 think I’ll go home and ha\e a nap. It’s nice 
to be one’s own master once a week, at any rate.” So 
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they, went home to wife and children, and kept Sunday 
holiday. 

For a little while the men went about complaining ; 
that was the regular thing. In itself they had no objection 
to-make to the expedition, fof it would naturally be soiocit 
thing of a festivity. There were taverns enough in the 
town, and, they would' take care, to tuarange about that 
lierring so that they did not get Route iliaich before evenieg. 
If the worst came to fee worst, fijikTajuld damage his 
cart in driving, ■and tlien they would iie dbliged to stay 
in town while it was being mended.' 

They stood but in the stable, and*turned their purses 
inside out-^big, solid,-teatkot purses with steel locks that 
could only b6 opened by ptessure on a secret mechanism J 
but they were empty. 

“The deuce said Mons,-.peering disappointedly into 
his purse. “ Not so much as fee smell of a one-bre ! 
There must be a leak I ”« He exfftuined-the seams, held il 
close up to li^ cj^es, atid ait'l*sjjt put fife car to itC “ .Upon 
my word, I seem to hear- a tw#kroiJe ^alMng to iteelf. li 
must be‘witchcraft! ” -fle sighed and plrt'diis purse ink 
his pocket? ■ 

“You, you poor d^vil! ” .said Airders.' “Have yon 
ever spoken to a two-krone ? ••No, I’ai the man for you 1 ’ 
He hauled out a large purse. R’ve still. got the ten- 
krone that the baikff cheated me out oi 'On May Day, buf 
I haven*! the heait to use it; I’m ®sing to laep it rmti 
"I gmW old.“ He put his hand into the empty purse UBIC 
pretended *0 take soihething out and show it. The others 
laughed aijd-Joked, and alTwere'in good spirits with tl;^ 
thought of the trip to-town. ' 

“ But Erik’s sure to have some money at’the bottom 0 
his chest! ’’. said one. “ He Works for good wages anc 
has a rich aunt down below.'” 
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“ No, indeed! ” whined Erik. “ Why, I have to pay 
for half a score of young brats who can’t father themselves 
upon any one else. But Karl Johan must get it, or what’s 
the good of being head man ? ” 

“ That’s no use,” said Karl Johan doubtfully. “ If I 
ask the bailiff for an advance now when we’re going to 
town, he’ll say ‘ no ' straight but. I wonder whether the 
girls haven’t wages lying b^.” 

They were just coming up from the cbw-stable with 
their milk-pails. . 

” I say, girls ! ” Erik cahed' out to them. “ Can’t one 
61 you lend us ten krones ? Slife shall haVe twins for it 
next Easter ; the sow-fafrbws then anyhow.” 

“ You’re a nice one to make promises ! ” said Bcngta, 
standing still, and they all set doivn their milk-pails and 
talked it over. ‘‘ I wonder whether Bodil hasn’t ? ” said 
Kama. “ No,” answered Staria, ” for she sent the ten 
krones she had by her to her mother the other day.” 

Mons dashed Ms cap on to the floor and gave ai leap. 
“ I’ll go up to the Old Gentleman him.self,” he said. 

“ Then you’ll come head first down the stairs, you may 
be sure ! ” 

The deuce I will,.^with' my old motlrer lying seriously 
ill in the town, witTiout a copper'to pay for"'doctor or 
medicine! I’m as gooth a child as'Bodil, I hope.” He 
turned and went towards the stone steps, and the' others 
stood and watched hirh from the stable-door, until tlJe 
bailiff came and they liad to busy "themselves- with the 
carts. Gustav walked about fn hi? Sunday clothes with 
a bundle under his arm, and looked on. ' 

‘‘Why don’t you get to work-?’"asked the'bailiff. 
‘‘ Get your horses put in.” 

‘‘ You said yourself I might be free to-day,” said Gustav, 
making a grimace. He was going out with Bodil. 
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“ Ah, so I did! But that’ll be one cart less. You must 
have a holiday anotlier day instead.” 

“ I can’t do that.” 

” Wliat the de- And why not, may I ask ? ” 

. “ Well, because you gave me a holiday to-day.” 

“ Yes ; but, confound it, man, when I now tell you you 
can taSe another day instead ! ” ; 

“ No, I can’t do that.” 

“ But why not; man ? Is there anything pressing you 
want to do ? ” 

“ No, but I’ve been given a holiday to-day.” It looked 
as if Gustav were grinning slyly^ but it was only that be 
was turning the quid in his irtoum. The bailiff stamped 
with anger, 

‘‘ But I can go altogether if you don’t care to see me,” 
said Gustav, gently. 

The bailiff did not hear, but turned quickly. Experience 
had taught him to be deaf to that kind of offer in the busy 
season. He Rooked up at his window as if he had suddenly 
thought of something, and sprang up the stairs. They 
could manage him when they touched upoir that theme, 
but his turn came in the winter, and then they had to keep 
silence and put up with things, so as ter keep a roof over 
their heads during the slack time. 

Gustav went on strutting about witbhis bundle, without 
putting his hand to aaytliing. Tl*e others laughed at him 
jOncouragingly. 

The bailiff c%mc down agaiif and went up to him. 
“ Then put in. the hofses .before yoi.g.go,” he said shortly, 
“ and I’ll drive yours.” 

An angry growl passed from man to .man. “We’re 
to have the dog with us ! ” they said in undertones to one 
another, and then, so that the bailiff should hear: “ Where’s 
the dog ? We’re to have the dog with us.” 
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Matters were not improved by Mons coming, ilowtt' the 
steps with a beautifully pious expression, and holding a 
ten-krone note over his chest. “ It’s all one now,” said 
Erik ; ” for we’ve got to have tlie dog with us ’3 ” Mons’ 
face underwent a sudden change, and he began to su'car. 
They pulled the caits abqut without getting anything 
done, and their eyes gleamed with anger. 

Tlie bailiff came out upon tiic steps with his overcoat 
on. “Look.iharp about getting the horses in!” he 
thundered. 

The men of Stone Bftrni were ]ust as strict .about their 
aider of precedence a^ the leal inhabitants ®f the island, 
and jt was just as comjJlicAted. •'fh»head man sat at the 
top of the table and helped himself first,' be went first in 
qnow'ing and reaping, and had the fjrst to laj; the load 
w'hen the hay was taken in ' he was the fust man up, and 
went first when they set out for the fields, and no one might 
throw' down his tools* until he had done so. After liim 
came the second man, the tliiid, and so op, and lastly 
the day-labourers. When no, great, personal prcfcience 
interf^d, the head ma*- was 'as a matter of course the 
sweetheart of tlie head girl, and so on,dcwawards ; and if 
one of them left, his successor took over the relation : it 
was a question of cquilibiium.' In thjs, however,. tlie 
order of precedence was often broljeji^ but a»ey(ir in 
matter of the horses. Gustav’s horses wsre thfs* poorest, 
and no power ia the- world would' ha\'e induced the head 
man or Erik to drive .them, let alone tli^'-farnscr him¬ 
self. 

The bailiff knew it, and saw how thS men were enjoying, 
themselves wheh Gustav's nags were put in. - He concealed 
his irritation, but when they exultantly placed Gustav’s 
cart hindmost in the row, it was too -much for him, and he 
oidercd it to be diiven in front of the otlieis. , 
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“jMy .Uqrses aren’t accustomed to go behind the tail- 
l)uller*s'I ” said Karl Jolian, throwing down his reins. It 
was the nickname for the last in the row. The others stood 
trying not to smile, and the bailiff was almost boiling over. 

•“ If you’re so bent upon being first, be it by all means,” 
he said quietly. I can very well drive behind you.” 

” No, rny horses come after the head man’s, not after 
the tail-puller’s,” said Erik. 

Tliis was really a term of abuse in the Way in which 
they used it, one after the other, witji co^’ert glances. If 
he was going to put up with this Aom the whole row, his 
position on tlie farm \vo«M be untenable. 

” Yes, and mine behind Erik’s,” began Anders now, 

‘‘ not after-rafter-GUBtav’s,” he corrected himself quickly, 
for the bailiff had fixediiis eyes upon him and taken a step 
forward to knock him down. 

The bailiff stood silent for a moment, as if listening, 
tlie muscles of his arms duiverimj. 'Then he gprane: into 
the cart. 

“ You’re all out of your senses to-day,” he said. “ But 
now I’m going to drive first, Slid the fnan who dares'lo say 
a word against it sfcall havo one betwec'n the eyes that will 
send him five diiy^into next week ! ” So saying he swung 
out of tlie TOW, and P'rik’s horses, which wanted to turn, 
received a cat flora- his whip that made them rear. Erik 
stormed at theiw.-' • 

The men went abofit crestfallen, and 'ga^c the bailiff 
time to get well aiicad.. “ Well, I-suppose we’d better see^ 
'about starting now," said Karl Johan' at length, as he got • 
into his waggon. Tfie bailiff was already some way ahead ; 
Gustav’s nags were doing their very best to-day, and •seemed 
to like being in front-. But Karl Johan’s horses were dis¬ 
pleased, and hurried on ; they did not approve of the new 
arrangement. 
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At the village shop they made a halt, and consoled 
themselves a little. When they started again, Karl Johan’s 
horses were lefractory, and had to be quieted. 

The report of the catch had spread through the country, 
and carts from other farms caught them up oi* crossed tliem 
on their way to the fishing-villages. Those who lived 
nearer the town were already on their way home with 
swaying loads. " Shall we meet in the town for a drink ? ” 
cried one man to Karl Johan as he jlasscd. " I’m coming 
in for anotlicr load.” 

“ No, we’Te driving for the master to-day ! ” answered 
Karl Johan, pointing to the bailiff in front. 

■■ Yes, I sec liim. He’s drivi’ig a fine pair to-day! I 
thought it was King Lazaius ! ” 

An acquaintance of Karl Johan’s came towards ihem 
•with a swaying load of herring. lie was the only man on 
one of the small farms. " So you’ve been to the town 
too for winter food,” said Katl Johan, reining in his 
horse. 

" Yes, for the pigs ! ” answered the other. “ It was 
laid in for Mic rest of us at the end of the'summer. This 
isn’t food for men ! ” And he took up^ herring between 
his fingers, and pretended to break it two. 

" No, I suppose not for such fine-gentlemen,” answered 
Karl Johan, snappishly. " Of course, yo'u’rc in such a 
liigh station that you cat at the same table as your master 
and mistress. I’ve heard.” 

“ Yes, that’s the regular custom at our place,” answered 
the other. " We know nothing about masters and dogs.” 
And he drove on. The words rankled with Karl johan, 
he could not help drawing comparisons. 

They had caught up the bailiff, and now the horses 
became unruly. They kept trying to pass and took every 
unlooked-for opportunity of pushing on, so that Karl 
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Johan nearly drove his team into the back of the bailiff’s 
cart. At last he grew tired of holding them in, and gave 
them the rein, when they pushed out over the border of 
the ditch and on in front of Gustav’s team, danced about 
a little on the high-road, and then became quiet. Now it 
was Erik’s horses that were mad. 

At the farm all the labourers’ wives had been called in 
for the afternoon, the young cattle were in the enclosure, 
and Pellc ran fropi cottage to cottage with the message. 
He was to help the women together with Lasse, and was 
delighted wth this break in the daily routine ; it was a 
whole holiday for him. 

At dinner-time the men came home with their heavy 
loads of herring, whic^ were turned out upon the stone 
parang round the pump in the upper yai'd. There had been 
no opportunity for them to enjoy themselves in the town, 
and they were in a bad temper.' ,j)nly Mons, the ape, 
went about gjinning all over his face. He had been up to 
his sick mother wit^ the m.oney for the doctor and 
medicine, and came back at the last minute with a bundle 
under his arm in the best of spirits. “That was a 
medicine ! ’’ he said over and over again, smacldng his 
lips, “ a mighty strong^medicine.” 

He had had hard time with the bailiff before he got 
leave to go on his errand. The bailiff was a suspicious 
man, but it was difficult to hold out against Mons’ 
trembling voice when he urged that it would be too hard on 
a poor man to deny him the right to hclj) his sick mother. 
‘ ‘ Besides, she lives close by here, and perhaps I shall never 
see her again in this life,” said Mons, mournfully. “ And 
then there’s the money that the master advanced me for 
it. Shall T go and throw it away on drink, while she’s 
lying there without enough to buy bread with ? ” 
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“ Well, how was your mother ? " askecj the bailiff, 
when Mons came hurrying-up at the last moment. 

“ Oh, she can’t last much longer! said Mons, with a 
quiver in his voice. But ,he^ was beaming all over liis 
face. 

The others threw mm angry glances wlulc they unloaded 
the helping., .They would have liked to thrash him for his 
infernal good WtJk. But they recovered when they got 
inlo their rgonj he undid the bundle. " That’s to you 
all from my#ck mother! ” he said, and drew fwth a keg 
to give you her best respects, and 
f haQi<§o)il fof b^i%«B^gQt)d to her- little son.” 

, " Where ^d'you go ?.” asked Erik. 

• “isaf in the tavern on the harbour hill all Ihc tinjc, so 
as to kce]) an eye on you ; I coul^'J. resist looking at you, 
yi|g looked s® .delightfully thirsty. 1 \yond.er 3'ou didn’t 
lie down flat and drink out of the sea, every man Jack of 

m r: 

In the afternoon-the cottagt-rs’ wives andcthc farpi-girls 
sat round, the great heaps of herring out by the pump, and 
cleaned the fish. Lasse ancbPelle pumpc.d water to rinse 
them in, and clcangid out tli# big salt-barrels-that the men 
rolled up from the cellar ; and two of the elder W9ipen were 
entrusted with the task of mixing. The bailiff walked up 
and down by the front steps and smokcd-liis pi]|^,^ -■ 

As a general rule, the hcrring^l-)i5Jding carnfii'iindfer the 
category of pleasant work, but. to-day there lyas dis¬ 
satisfaction all along the,line. The woihen cVHpred freely 
as they worked, but their talk was not quite innocuous— 
it was all carefcilly aimed ; the men had <madc them 
malicious. When they laughed, there was the sound of a 
liidden meaning in their laughter. The--men had to be 
called out and given orders about every .single tiling that 
had to be done; they went about it sullenly, and then 
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at once withdrew to their rooms. But when there they 
were all the gayer, ^nd sang and enjoyed themselves. 

" They’re doing themselves proud in there,” said Lasse, 
with a sigh to Pelle. “ Thg^y’ve got a whole keg of spirits 
that Mons had liidden in his hcrrin|;. They say it’s so 
extra uncommon good.” Lasse had not tasted it himself. 

The two kept out of the wrangling; they felt themselves 
too weak. The girls had not had the courage to refuse tjie 
extra Sunday work, but they were not Sraid to pass little 
remarks, and tittered' at nothing, to make th# bailiff think 
it was at him. They kept on asking in* a-'foud voice 
the time was, or stopped working t^^^lialea tq the tvjlsi*‘in- 
creasing gaiety in the men’s rooms. Now and then a man 
was thrown out from there into the yard, and shufleS in 
again, shamefaced artd |finning. 

One by oird the men came sauntering‘hxrt. They imd 
their caps on the back of their heads now, and their gaae 
was fixed. They took up a position in the lower yard, aM 
hung over th* fence, looking at the girls, every now and 
then bursting into a laugh and stopping suddenly, with a 
Irightcned glance at the bailiff. 

The bailiff was walking »p and down by the steps. 
He had laid aside his pipe and become calmer ; and wlien 
the men came out, he w-as cracking a whip and exercising 
himself iu,sS4lf-restraint. 

“ ff I Cked 1 could bend him until both ends met! ” 
he heard Erik say aloud in the middle of a conversation. 
The bailiff" earnestly wished that Erik would make the 
attempt. His moscleaVere burning under this unsatisfied 
desire to let himself go ; but his brain was reveiling in visions 
of fights, he was grappling wdth the whole flock and going 
through all the details of the battle. He had gone through 
these battles so often, especially of late ; he had thought 
out all the difficult situations, and there was not a place 
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in all’ Stone Farm in whiclh the. JJijngs tWf Would serve 
as weapons were not known t6 hhn; 

" What’s the time ? ” asked oilHit the girls aloud for 
at least the twentieth time. 

** A little longer than your chemise,'' answered Erik 
promptly. 

The girls lauded*. , Oh, nonsense ! Tell -us what it 
really is ! ” exclaimed andthef.' 

" A quarter'to miller’s glSI,” answered Anders. 

“ Oh, what fools you are! ■ Can’t ygu^^nswer properly ? 

I on, Karl johan f ” 

‘‘ It’s short 1 ” said iCajl Johan, gravely.^ . 

;• “ No, seriousljt-iipw, J’il tell jjdu what it ig,”/ex^imed 
Mobs, inneceutly, drawing a. turnjp^ ^ut_ of his 

pocket. “ It’s-” he looked^Hlefully at the watch, 

ahd moved his lips as if calculating. “ The deuce! 
liii exclaimed, bringing doun his hand in amazement on- 
tdip fence. “ Why, it’s exactly the same time as it was' 
,^iis time yesterday."” 

^' The jest was an old one, bat the womaj*^crearaed with 
laughter ; for Mons was the jester. 

“ Never mind about tlie time,” said the bailiff, coming 
lip. ” But try and get through your work.” 

“ No, time’s for tailors and shoemakers, not’for honest 
people ! ” said Anders in an undertone. 

The bailiff turned upon him as quick as »scat, and 
Anders’ arm darted up above his head bent as if to ward 
off a blow. The bailiff merely expectorated with a scornful 
smile, and began liis pacing up and down afresh, and Anders 
stood there, red to the rpots of his liair, and not knowing 
what to do with his eyes. He scratched the back of his 
liead once or twice, but that could not explain away that 
strange movement of his arm. The others were laughing 
at him, so he hitched up his trousers and sauntered down 
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towards the men’s rooms, while the women screamed with 
laughter, and the men laid their heads upon the fence and 
shook with merrimem.' 

So tlie day passed, with endless ill-natured jesting and 
spitcfulness. *In the evening the men wandered out to 
indulge in horse-play on thehigh'-road and annoy the passers- 
by. La’sse.and Pclle were tired, and went early to bed. 

" Thank God we’ve got through tliis dj^y ! ” said Lass'^, 
w'hcn he had got into “ It’s been a regular bad day. 

It’s a miracle that no blood’s bee? shed; there was a time 
when the bailiff ^ked |8 if he might do anything. But 
Erik must know how far'he can venture.” 

Ne*.t piornhlg everything seemed to be forgotten. The 
men atteftde4to the h^^jis usual, and at six o’flock went 
out into the Held foi|llfhl^d mowing of clover. Timy 
looked blear-eyed, heavy and dull. The keg lp.y outside 
the stable-door empty; and as they w^ent ^ast they 
kicked it. 

Pclle helped with the herring to-day too, but he no longer 
found it amusing. He wa^Joiigmg already to be oul in’ 
the open w’ith ms cattle ; and here he had to be at cvery- 
bod3'’s beck and call. .A.s often as he dated, he made some 
pretext for going outride the farm, for that helped to make 
the time pass.. 

Later in the morning, while the men were mowing the 
thin clover^ grik,il,ung dow;n his scythe so that it rebounded 
with a linging %pund from the swaths. Tlie others stopped 
their work. 

“What’s the matifr with you, Erik?.” asked Karl 
Johan. “.Have you got a bee in your bonnet ? ” 

Erik stood with his knife in his hand, feeling its edge, 
and neither heard nor saw'. Then he turned up his face 
and frow’ned at the sky; his eyes seemed to have sunk 
into his head and become blind, and his lips stood out 
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thick. He a few inarticulate sounds, and started 

up towards the farm. 

The others stood still and followed him with staling 
eyes ; then one alter another they tte^w down their scythes 
and movAi’away, only Karl Johan remaining wheie he was. 

Pellc had jost cfflme out to the eifclosure to sec that none 
of the young cattle had Woken- tlieir way out.. When he 
saw the men- coming up towaids the faim in a straggling 
file like a Iherd of cattle on the move, he suspected some¬ 
thing was wrong and ran in 

• The men are coming up as fast as they can, fathei ! ” 
he •whisj^red. 

“ They're sufely not going to* do it ? ” said tasse, be- 
^WSfcig to -tremble."- • 

‘Thhb*M was carrj’ing t'hin^^jlroip his room down to 
. the pottj’sejihiiage; he was geSng to^drwe to the town. He 
had his cff^is full when Eiik appealed at the bag, open gate 
belo^v, with distorted face and a laige,, liioad-bladed knife 
in Ms hand. “ Whare the deMl is lu ? ” iic said aloud, 
and fcirclcd round once with bent head, like an angiy bull, 

' and then walked up through tUedenci- straight towards the 
bailiff. The latter started when he sawliim, anti thiough 
the gate, the others con»Bg-ttp full speed behind 1dm. He 
measured tfie -dytSHee to We steps, but changed liis mind, 
and advanflfe^ tow-ards Eiik, jfiSeepfng beliind a waggon and. 
watchingeve'iy moVemifbf'that Erik made, while he tried 
to find a weapon^ Erik followed him lound the waggon, 
grinding his teeth and turning his ieyes obliquely up at his 
opponent. ' 

The hailiB went round and round ther.waggon and made 
half movements iJae could not decide what to do. But thea 
the otflfirs' came up and blocked his way. ‘Hia face ttimed 
wliite with fear, and he tore a Whiffletree from the waggon, 
which’ with a push he sent rertiing into the thick of them, 
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so that they fell back in coniutdon. This made an open 
space between him and Erik, and Erik sprang quickly over 
the pole, with his knife ready to strike ; but as he sprang, 
tlic whiffletree descended upon his head. The knife- 
thiust fell upon the bailiff’s shoulder, but it was feeble, 
and the knife just grazed his side as Erik sank tjo fhe ground. 
Tlie others stood staring in bewilderment. 

■' Carry him down to the mangling-cellar! ” cried the 
bailiff in a commanding tone, and the men dropped their 
knives and obeyed. 

The battle had stirred Pelle’s blood into a tumult, and 
-he was standing by the jSimp, jumping «p and dawn. 
Lasse had to take a firm hold of him, for it looked as if he 
would throw himself in^ 'the fight, 'fhen when the gtWit 
strong Erik sank to'‘'th*.0'ouild insensible hrmi « tdqw on 
the head, he began to j^mp aS if he had St. Vitan^ Dance. 
He jumped into the air with drooping head,'and ist lumself 
fidl heavily, all the time uttering short, shrill bursts oi 
laughter. Lasee spoke to liim angrily, thinking it was’ Un¬ 
necessarily foohsh behaviour on his part; and then he 
picked him up and held-him firmly in Ids hands, wliile 
the little fellow teetnbled all over his body in his efforts 
to free hknsell and go on with hia-jumping. 

What can be.wrong with him sahttaSse tearfully to 
the cottagersC wives. " Oh dSEaf» t\liat shall I do ? ” He 
carried him down to their room in a sad state of mind, 
because the moon was waning, and it would never pass 
off 1 

Down in me mangnng-ceuar tney were busy with Erik, 
pouring brandy into his mouth and bathing hiS head with 
vinegar. KongStrup was not at home, but the,, mistress 
herself was down there* wringing' her hands and osrsing 
Stone Farm—her own chiMhood’s home ! Stone Farm 
had become a hell with its Biuider and debauchery J she 

. . Q 
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said, without caring that they were all standing round her 
and heard every word. 

The bailiff had driven quickly off In the pony-carriage 
to fetch a doctor and to report what he had done in defence 
of his life. The women stood round the pump and gossiped, 
w'hile the men and girls w'andered about in confusion ; 
there was iio one to issue orders. But then the* mistress 
came out on to the steps and looked at them for a 
little, and they all found something to do. Hers were 
piercing eyes! Tire old women shook tliemselves and W'ent 
back to their w'ork. It reminded them so pleasantly of 
old’ times, when the mastef oL the Stone' Farm of their 
youth rushed up witli anger in his qyes when they mre 
iming. 

' Down in their room, Lasse saf, watching Pelle, who lay 
talking and laughing ia delirium, so that his father hardly 
' knew whether to laugh or to cry. 
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bHE must have had nght on her side, for he never said 
a cross word.when she started oil with her complaints and 
rcproaclies, and them so loud that you could hear them 
light through the walls and down in the servsiats’ room 
and all over the farm, ^iit it was stupid of her ajl tfie 
same, for she only drove Jura distracted and sent him away. 
And how will it go with a fafi« in the long run, when tha 
farmer spends all his time on the high-ioads because lie* 
can’t stay at home ? 1 t’s a poor sort of affection that 
drives the mainaway from liis home.” 

Lasse was standing in the stable on Sunday evening, 
talldng to the women about it while they milked. Pcllc 
was there too, busy with lus own ahairs, but hstening to 
what was said. 

” But she w'asn't altogether stupid either,” said Thatcher 
Holm’s wife. “ For instance when she had Fair jVfaria in 
to do housemaid’s w'ork, so that he could have a- pretty 
face to look at at home. She knew that if you have food 
at home you don’t go out for it. But of course it all led 
to nothing when she couldn’t leave off frightening him out 
of the house with her crying and her drinking.” 

” I’m sure he drinks too ! ” said Pellc, shortly. 

' \e&, of course he gets drunk now and then,” said 
Lasse in a reproving tone. ” But he’s a man, you see, and 
may liave his reasons besides. But it’s ill when a woman 

827 
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takes to drinking.” La^e was cross. The Jpoy was 
beginning to have opinions of his own pretty well on every¬ 
thing, and wa* always joining in when grown peoj'le weic 
talking. 

“ I maintain —^hc went on, turning- again tO’ iiu 
women—“ that he’d be a good husband, il only he wasn’t 
worried with orying and a bad conscience. Tljangs go very 
well too when she’s away. He’s at home pretty well 
every day, and looks after tlungs Jiimself,'^ that the 
bailiff’s quite upset, fear he Hkes to fee king of the castle. 
X* aH of us, the master’s lik»jb«e-«^ ourselves; he’s even 
forgotten the grqdgc he had again|t;,^ustav.” 

‘‘ Theie can’t be very, mwli <S.”be4f him a grudge for, 
unless it is that he’ll gcli.^*^ri^c withfTinoncy, They say 
B^dil’s saved njorc than a hundred kroocs from her two 
or three months as housemaid. Soaie people can—they 
■get paid for what the'rest of us have ajways had to do for 
nothing.” It was one of the old woiiKEn who spoke. 

“ Well, we’ll just sec whether he even gets her for a 
tiife. I doubt it myself. One oughtn’t to speak evil of 
one’s felk>w*«ecvant6, but Bodil's not a faithful gill. That 
nMiter wntli tho master must go for what it was—as I once 
kdldl ttfiGhiata^i’Wken he was raging about it « the master 
conMitiKi&rs'his men ! Bengta was a good wife to me in 
everf jwiy, but -she too was very fond of laying herself 
out for the landlord at home. The greatest take first: 
that’s the way of the v orld! But Bodil’s never of the 
same mind for long together. Now she’s carrying on with 
tip pupil, though he’s not sixteen yet, and takes presents 
from him, .Gustav should get out of it in time \ it always 
leads to misfostune when love gets into a person. We’ve 
got an example of that at the farm here.” 

“ I was talking to sojnC one the other day who thought 
tliat the mistress hadn’t gone to'Copenhagen at all, but 
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was wth relations in the south. She’s run away from 
him, you’ll see ! ” 

“ That’s the genteel thing to clo nowadays, it seems! ” 
said T.asse. "If only she’ll stay away ! Things are much 
belter as they'aie.” 

An aftogethcr different atmosjiheie t.eemed to fill Stone 
Farm. The dismal feeling was gone;' no wailing tones 
eame from the house and settled upon one like horse flies 
and black care. The change was most apparent in the 
farmer. He lookechl^ »*twenty years younger, and'jojied 
good-humouredly lilSsfiipne freed from chains and fetters. 
He took an interest.iii.lhe'W?rk of the farna. drove to the 
quarry two or three times a in his gig, was present 
whenever a new pj^e of*vvork was started, and would often 
throw off his coat and take a hand,, in it.- Fair Maria lakl 
Ills table and made iiis bed, and' he was not" afraid of 
showing his kindilbss for her. His good humour yvas 
infectious and’tnade werything pleasanter. 

But it could not be denied that Lasse had his 
burden to bear. His anxiety to got omrried -graw greater 
with the arrival of very cold weather as«arl^ ai Decemjisr ; 
he longed t<o%ave his /eet under his oWhrtifelB, 
woman to himself who should be everything to He 
had not entirely giv^n up thoughts of Kama, yet, '^ut he 
had promised Thatcher Holm’s wile ten krones down if 
she could find some one that would do for liim. 

He had really put the whole matter out of his head as 
an impossibility, and had passed into the land of old 4[ge ; 
but what was the'use of shutting yourself in,, when you 
were all the time looking for doors through which to slip 
out again ? Lasse looked' out 6nce more, and as usual it 
was Pelle who brought life and joy to the house. 

Down in the outskirts of the fishing-village there lived 
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a woman, •^^'hosc husbanrl had gone to sea and had not 
been heard of for a good man}' j'cars. . Two or three times 
on his way to and from school, Pc'llc had sought shelter 
from the weather in her porch, and they had gradually 
become good friends ; he performed little services for her, 
and received a cup of hot coffee in return. When the cold 
was very bitter, she always called him in ; and then she 
would tell him about the sea and about her good-for- 
nothing husband, who kept away and left her to toil for her 
living by mending nets for the fishermen. In return Pelle 
felt bound to tell her about Father Lasse, and Mother 
Bengta who lay at home in the churchyard at Tommelilla. 
The talk never came to much more, for she always returned 
to her husband who had gone away and left her a widow. 

" I suppose he's drowned,” PeBe would’ say. 

“ No, he isn’t, for I’ve had no warning,” she answ’ered 
decidedly, always in the same words. 

Pelle repeated it all to his father, who was \’ery 
much interested. “ Well, did 3’ou run in to* JIadam Olsen 
to-day ? ” was the first thing he said when the boy came in 
from school: and then PelK had to tell him every detail 
several tinres over. It could never be too circuinstanfiallv 
told for Lasse. 

" You’ve told her, I suppose, that Mother Bengta's 
.dead ? Yes, of course you have ! Well, what did she ask 
about me to-day ? Does she know about the legacy ? ” 
(Lasse had recently had twenty-five krones left him by an 
uncle.) " You might very well let fall a word or two 
about that, so that she shouldn’t tliink We’re quite 
paupers.” 

Pelle was the bearer of ambiguous messages backwards 
and forwards. From Lasse he took little things in return 
for her kindness to himself, such as embroidered handker¬ 
chiefs and a fine silk kerchief, the last remnants of Mother 
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Bi'ngla's effects. It would be hard to lose them il llus 
new chance failed, for then there would be no memories 
to fall back uiwn.* But Lasse .staked everything upon 
one card. 

One day Belle brought word that warning had come 
to Madam Olsen. She had been awakened in the night 
by a big black dog that stood gasping at the head of her 
bed. Its eyes shone in the darkness, and she heard the 
water dripping from its fur. She understood that it must 
be the ship’s dog with a message to her, and went to the 
mndow; and out in the moonlight on the sea she saw a 
ship sailing with all sad set. She stood high, and you 
could sec the sea and sky right through her. Over the 
biihvaiks hung’ her husband and the others, and they 
woe transparent ; a«d the ^alt water was dripping 
from their hair and bcaiaU and running down the side of 
the ship. 

In the evening Lasse put on his best clothes. 

“ Are we going out this evening ? ” asked Pelle in glad 
surprise. 

" No—well, that’s to say I am, just a little errand. 
11 any one asks after me. you must say that I’ve gone to 
the smith about a new nose-ring for the bull.” 

” And mayn't 1 go with you ? ” asked Pelle on the verge 
of tears. 

” No, you must be good and stay at home for this once.’' 
Lasse patted him on the head. 

” Where are you going then ? ” 

“ I’m going-” Lasse was about to make up a lie 

about it, but had not the heart to do it. “ You mustn’t 
ask me ! ” he said. 

" Shall I know another day, then, without asking ? ” 
Yes, you shall, for certain—sure ! ” 

Lasse went out, but came back again, Pelle was 
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sitting on ihe edge of the bed, crying; it was tljc first 
time Father Lasse had gone out without taking him 
with him. 

“ Now you must be a good boy and go to bed,” he said, 
gravely. " Or else'I shall stay at home with you ; but 
if I do, it may spoil things for us both." 

So Pelle thought better of it and began to undress; 
and at last Lasse got off. 

When Lasse reached Madam Olsen’s house, it was shut 
up and in darkness. He recognised H gasily from Pelle’s 
descriptions, and walked ro.und it two w three times to 
see how the walls stood. Both, timber ,^d plaster-looked 
good, and there was a fair>si«ed piece of*gj-ound belonging 
to it, just big enough/to 'allow of its be«^g attended to 
on Sundays, so' that one. could woifk for a daily wage on 
weekdays. 

Lasse knocked-srt the cloofjivaijg a little while alter a 
wliite form^app^ijsd at the window, and asked whd Wcas 
there. -"V f-, 

" It’s TaHier, Lasse KarLson,” said Lasse, step¬ 

ping oijtjlBto the moonlight.. 

The door was unbedted, and a soft voice said : " Come 
inside! jPon’t stand opt there in the cold! ” and Lasse 
stepgpd over tli^ threshold. There was a, smell of .sleep in 
the room," gnd Lasse had an idea where the alcove was, 
Tout toul^ seg nothing. He heard the breathing as of a 
stout pers0R/,^[rawing.. or^ stockings. Then -she -struck a 
match andjigntgd l^e lamp. 

-. They shook hands, and looked at one another as tliey 
di^’sq. She wore a skirt of striped bed-ticking,' which 
kept her night-jacket together, and had a blue night-cap 
on her head. She had strong-looking limbs and a good 
bust, and her face gave a good impression. She was the 
kind of wrnnan that would no} hurt-a fly if she were not 



PELLE the CONQUEROR 233 

pnt upon : but she was not a toiler-—she was too soft 
for that. 

" So this is Pelle's father ! " she said. “ It’s a young 
son you've got. But do sit down ! ” 

•Lasse bliifked his eyes a little. He had been afraid 
that she would think liirn old. 

“ Ye*s, he’s what you’d call a late-born child; but I’m 
still able to do a man’s work in more ways than one.” 

She laughed while she busied herself in placing on the 
table cold liacon and pork sausage, a dram, bread afld a 
saucer of drippifig. " But-^now you must eat! ” she said. 
“ That’s what a pan^s known by. And you’ve come a 
long way.” 

It only noui^cGurrcd to Lasse «^hat he must give some 
excuse for his<^sit. ”“T ought resdly to be goirig agaiit at 
once. 1 (,>nly wanted to copre down and thank you for your 
kindness to the boy.” got up‘i!ts 4 f to go. 

’w‘'Oh, but what-nonsense! ” she t?^6la*na^,' pushing 
him down inti? his chair again “It's ver^ ^ain, but do 
take some.” She pressed the knife Into'Ws hand, and 
eagerly pushed the food in front of‘him. Hi^r whSle person 
radiated warmth and kindheartedne'ss afe' she" Stood close to 
him and attended to his wartts ; and Lasse enjoy^ it all. 

" You must have been a good 'vife-*to your-husbajid,” 
he said.' 

" Yes. that’s true enough ! ’■ she said, as she .«>at. ifown' 
and looked frankly at lum/ ’^l-He g^»t aH-iihat'- he could 
want, and almost more, when he’tvas c* shore, r. He stayed 
in bed until dinner, and I looked after , ijm like a little 
child : but he- never "gave me a hand’s turn lor it, and ♦t 
last one gets tired.‘ 

“ That- was wrong of him," said Lasse ; " for one good 
action deserves another, I don’t think Bengta would 
liave anything like_that to say of me if she was asked.” ' 
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“ Well, there's certainly pleiuy io-qo in a nouse, when 
there’s a man that has the will to help. . I’ve only one cow, 
of course, for 1 can’t manage' more ; but two miglit very 
well be kept, and there’s no debt on the place.” 

“ I’m only a poor devil compared to you ! ” said Lasse 
despondently. " Altogether I’ve got fifty krones, ^and we 
both have decent clothes to put on ; but beyond that I’ve 
only got a good pair of hands.” 

" And I’m sure that’s worth a good deal! And I should 
fai^cy you’re not afraid of fetcliing a pail .of water or that 
sort of tiling, are you ? ” 

" No, I’m not. And I’m n.il afraid of a cup of coffee 
in bed on a Sunday morniijg eiilur.” 

She laughed. ” Then 1 suppose I.ouglit to have4 kiss ! ” 
she said. 

“ Yes, I ^uppo.se you caight.” said Lasse delighted, and 
kissed her. ” And now we may hopt' for hap])iness and a 
blessing for all three ol us. 1 ku()W \ou’re fond of the 
laddie.” 

There .still remained several things to discuss, there 
was coffee to be drunk, and La'>')e had to see the cow and 
the way the house was arranged. In tlie mean time it had 
grown late. 

“ You’d better stay here for the night,” said Madam 
Olsen. 

Lasse stood wavering. There was the boy sleeping 
alone, and' he had to be at the farm by four o’clock ; but 
it was c6ldi outside, and here it was so warm and com¬ 
fortable in every way. 

“ Yes, perhaps I’d better,” he said, laying dowg his Wf 
and coat again. 

When at about four he crept into the cow-s'!fble from 
the back, the lantern was still burning in the herdsman's 
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room, Lasse thought he was discovered, and began to 
tremble ; it -was a.criminal and unjustifiable action to be 
away from tire herd a whole night. But it was only 
Pelle, who lav huddled up upon the chest asleep, with his 
clothes on. His face was black and swollen with crying. 

All ,that day there was something 'reserved, almost 
hostile, about Pelle’s behaviour, and Lasse suffered under 
it. There was nothing for it; he must speak out. 

“ It’s all settled now, Pelle,” he said at last. " We’re 
going to have a house and home, and a nice-looking moQier 
into the bargain. It’s Madam Olson. Are you satisfied 
now ? ” 

Pelle had nothing against tl; ‘‘ .Then may I come with 
you next timv^.^ ” he asked, siil! .a little sullen. 

" Yes, nerft time shall go with me. I tlrink it’ll 
he on Sunday. We’ll ask leave to go out early, and pay' 
her a iisit.” Lasse Said this with a peculiar flourish ; he 
liad become more erect'. 

Pelle weni witli him on Sunday ; they were free, from 
the middle of the afternoon. But after that it Would 
not hav'e done to ask for leave very S(wn again. Pelle 
saw his future mother nearly every day, but it was more 
difficult for Lasse. When the longing to see his sweet¬ 
heart came over him too strongly, he fussed over Pelle 
until the boy fell asleep, and then changed his clothes and 
stole out. 

After a wakeful night such.as one of these, He was not 
up to his work, and went about stumbling over Iiis own feet; 

■ i his eyes shone with a youthful light, as if he had.con- 
ded a secret treaty with life’s most powerful forces. 



XVI 

Erik was standing on tlie front steps, with scooping shoulders 
and face half turned towards the waH.,, He stationed 
himself there every morning at alxiut fo^i^and waited for 
the baililf to come dovifj?" . It was now si^, and }jad just 
•begun to grow light; , 

Lasse and Pelle luid 'tjnislied cleafiing out the cow^istable 
and distributilig the first feed, and they^>rwere.'hungry. 
They‘were standing at tlje' dircr of the stable, waiting for 
.the breakfast-bell to,ring; and'ait the doors of the horse- 
stabieg, theiiien w»e doing, the same. 'At ^quarter-past 
the hour they went tenvards the basement, with Karl 
Johan at th'eir head, ami, Basse and PeHe also turned out 
and hurried t« the^^ahts’ iobm, with every sigh of a 
good appetitfr ' ‘ ' 

" Now, Erik, we're going down to breakfast! " shouted 
Karl Johan as they passed, and Erik came out of his corner 
(by the steps, and shuffled along after them. Tliere was 
nothing the matter with his digestive powers “at any 
rate. 

They ate their herring in silence; the food stopped 
their mouths ’ completely. When they had finished, the 
head raaa knocked On the table with the handle of his 
knife', and Kariia rlarae in with two dislies of pqnridge and 
a pile of bread-and-dripping. 

" Where's Bodil to-day ? ''' ask'eS GugWv. 

236 ‘ 
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“ How. should I know ? Her bed was standing un¬ 
touched this morning,” answered Kama, with an exulting 
look. 

"It’s a he!” cried Gustav, bringing down his spoon 
with a bang tiix>n the table, • 

“ You can go into her room and sec for yourself ; you 
know the way ! ” said Kama, tartly. 

” And what’s become of the pupil to-day, as he hasn’t 
rung ? ” said Karl Johan. ” Have any of you girls seen 
him ? ” 

“ No, 1 expect 'Ixo's over^ept liimself,” .cried Behgta 
from the was^ouse. ” And so he may! I don't 
want t.o rmT" up and ; 3 ia 1 ^f.<^lifc into him every 
morning?” 

“ Don’t you think^'ou’d better go up and wake lum^ 
Gustily? *' said Anders with ay wink, ‘''You might see 
sometiling fumijf.’i’ The otliers .laughed a litjle. • 

“If I'wake him., i^lKbe vvitli this rabbit-skinner,” 
answefed Grtetav, "uxihibiting a large knife. . For tlicn I 
think I should put liim out of harm’s way/’ 

At this point the farmer himsdf caanc down. He lield 
a piece of paper in his haiul, .aad.#ppeared,.to hi| in high 
good humour. “ Have you heard the late^ news, good 
peo])]e ? At dead of night Hans Peter has eloped with 
Bodil! ” 

My word ! Are babes and sucklings beginning now ? ” 
exclai.med Lasse with self-assurance., “ I shall have to 
look after Pelle there, and see that lie doesn’t run away 
witlt Karna, She’s fond of young people.” - Lasse felt 
liimself to be the, man of the company, and was not, afraid 
of giving a hit at ,any one. 

“ Hans Peter is fifteen,” said Kongstrup, reprovingly 
" and passion rages in liis heart.” He said this, with such 
comical gravity,that fkex.all burst into laughter, excepi 
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Gu&tdV, who i>al blinking Iiis. eyet. and'nodding ills head 
like a drunken man. 

“You shall hcai what he sa> s. riiil lay upon his bed. ’ 
Kongstiup held the papei out m a theatrical attitude and 
read: 

W hen \ ou icad thi^,* 1 shall have gone tor ever. Bodil 
and 1 have agreed to run''away *c»-night. My stern father 
will never gi\e his consent to oui union, and therefore we 
will enjoy the liappmess of oui lore in ajjfefiet place where 
no one can find us. It will be doing a great wiong to 
look foi us, foi we ha\e determined to die together lathei 
tliaii fall into the wicked Jiands of oui enemies. I wet 
this paper with'Bodirs* nd mj own teais -But j’ou must 
^jpot cmideftin'mc foi m> last dcspsiate step, as I can do 
nothing cEc-foi thesakc'of m> gieat lo\c. 

“ Hans PtTfiR.” 

“ lliat fellow leads story-books,’ said.KafI ‘ joliaii. 

‘ Hril do gicat Uliiigs somfc-dfty.’*''' 

‘‘^Vcs, he knotty •exactIj wliafs required foi ah dopc- 
•ment,’’answered Kongstiup mciiH} ‘‘Eiciito a laddci, 
whicli he’s diagged up to- the giiPs window, altliougli it’s 
on a level with-the ground. I wish he weie only half as 
thorough in his agpculture.” 

•* What’s to be done now ? I suppose they must be 
searched for ? ’’ asked the head man. • 

** Well, I don’t know. It’s almost a shame to disturb 
their young happiness. They’ll come of their owm accord 
when they g^t Iiungry. What do you think,' Gustav ? 
shall we ofganise a battue ? ” 

Gustav made jfo'^ answer, but ros6 abi'uptly and W'ent 
aaoss to the men’s rooms. When the othefs follbw^ed him, 
they touiid him m bed. 
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All day he lay tlieie and never uttered a bailable wlicn 
any one came'in to liim. Meanwhile the work bullered, 
and the bailiff wab ‘tingr}'. He did not at all like tlic new 
Wdy Kongstrup was introducing—with libeity for every 
one to say and do exactly as they liked. 

“Go in and pull Gustav out of bed! ’’ he said in the 
afternoon, when they were in the threshing-barn, winnowing 
grain. “ And if he won’t put iiis own clothes on, dress 
him bj force.” 

But Kongstrup, who was there himself, enteimg the 
w'eight, interfered. “No, if he’s ill he must be allowed to 
keep his bed,” he said. “ BuUit'b om' duty to do some¬ 
thing to Clue him.” 

fiow about a mustard-piastfr ?sCKgestcd Mons, 
with a dehaut glance atjthe bailiff. 

Kongstrup rubbed his hands witu delight. Ices.’ 
that’ll--be spleftdid ! ” he said. “Go you across, Monsi" 
and gel the- girls to make a mustard plaster that we can 
stick on the gjt of liis stomach ; that’s whejo the pain is.” 

4 \’hcn.“Moiib came bkek with the plaster, they went up 
ill a ’processioa to put it on, the fatmnr liimself leading. 
Kongstrup was well aw^arc of the bailiff’s angry - look^ 
which plainly said, “ Another waste of w’oik for. tlic sake 
of a foolish prank 1 ” But he was inclined for a little fun, 
and the work would get done somehow. 

Gustav had smelt a rat, for when tliey arrived he ii'as 
dressed. For the rest of the day he did lus work, but 
nothing could draw a smile out of him. He was like a aian 
moonstruck. 

A few day? latei' a cart drove up to Slone Farm. In 
the driving-seat sat a broad-shouldered farmer in ^ iur 
coat, and beside him, wrapped up frOra head fo foot, sat 
Hans Peter, wMe'at the back, on the floor of the cart, lay 
the pretty Bodfl bh a little hay, shivering with cold. It 



240 PELLE THE gONgiJEROR 

was the’ pupil’s tktkw wIm^ 4 iad tarought back the two 
fugitiTOS, M’hom he hSdtewidio io%ings ia the town. . .• 
Up in the oince HiiW Pettf'receiVted ^■titfashing that 
could be heard, and' wats out into the yard, where 

he wandered about crying apd.asiu.med, until he began to 
play witli Pelle beliind the cow-s|pble. ■ 

Bodil was treated more severd|f. It must have been 
the strange farmer who required that she should be instantly 
dismissed, for Kongstrup was not usually a hard man. She 
had -to pack her things, and after dini|!iR.was driven away. 
She looked good and gentle wT she ahva(l5^fi^id";,.one would 
have thought siic as a perfect angel—if ooi^bad not knov n 
better. 

Kj^t moining Gustav’s bpd was empty, nc had 
Vanished 'completely, witli chest, ^ooden shoes and e\eiy- 
thing; 

Lasse lookwi'on at all this with a man’s indulgent smile 
^^cKldrenV irFckili Ay'<thsrt was waiiting now wa- that 
Mai'na «liould sqnccre her'fttT'biftd;^ thfouglt^thc basement 
window Ihie iiigh%and site too disappear like-smoke—on the 

•hhmt Tor ^uatw.’ 

This did not happen, however ; and she became kindly- 
disposed tow'ards Lasse again, saw after his and Pelle’s 
clothes, and tried to make them comfortable. ‘ 

Lasse was not blind ,• he saw very well which way the 
wind blew, and enjoyed the consciousness of his power. 
There were now two' that he could have whenever he 
jtleased; he only had to stretch out-his hand, and the 
women-tolk snatghed at it. He went about all day in a 
statesof joyful intoxickfion, and there were days in which 
he was In such an elevated condition of mind that he had 
inward ifromptings'to make use of his opportunity. He 
‘ifeid- alwaj^s trodden his path in' tliis- world so sedately, 
(lone his duty and lived his'life in such ’unwavering decenej. 
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Why should not he too for once ' 4 e< things go, and try 
to leap through the fiery hoops?’ ’There was a tempting 
development of povCer in the-thioaght. 

But the uprightness in him triumphed. He had always 
kept to the /me, as tlw Scriptures- commanded, and he 
would continue to do suP The other thing was only for 
the greait—Abraham,jofwliom Pelle had begun Ao tell him, 
and Kongstrup- - Pelle loo, must never be able to say 
anything against his. father in that way ; he must be 
clean in his chlldlifByes.'and be able to look him in the 
face without shfflJiking. ' A«i then—well, the thought of 
how tlie two women would take it in the event of its being 
discovered, simply made Lasse blink his red eyes and hang 
his head. 

Towards tlie mmaie oi maren, riu ivongspup xcitirnca 
un«xpecte.dly. Tlie farmer Was getting, Tlpng ''‘’ry com¬ 
fortably without hgr, and hei^gpn^g toolr him tatli^f 
•surprise.' Faif Maria wa« iaotantlv-turoed out and seat 
down to the wash-house, -tler/ndt beiijg scut ayay*imQr 
gether was due to the fact that there weta a shortage.of 
maids at thr farm how that Bodil had left. The mistress 
had brought a young relative with her, who was to keep her 
company and help her in the house. 

They appeared to get on very well together. Kongstrup 
stayed at home upon the farm and was steady. The 
three drove out together, and the mistress was always 
hanging on his arm when.they went about showing tlie 
place to the young lady. 11 was easy, to sep why. she half 
come home ; she could not live without him ! . 

But Kongstrup did not seem to be ueairiy so j^ea-sed 
about it. He had put away his liigh spirits and retired into 
his shell once more. When he was going about like this, 
he often looked as,jf^ there was -something invisible lying 

R 
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in ambusli tor hup and he was alraid ol being taUen 
unawares. 

This invisiblf something reached out after the others 
too. Fru Kongslinip never interfered unkindly in anytliing, 
either directly or in a roundabout way; and yet every¬ 
thing became stricter. People no longer moved freely 
about the yard, but glanced up at tlie tall windows and 
hurried past. The atmosphere had once more that oppres¬ 
sion about it that made one feel slack and upset and 
depressed. 

Mj’btery once again hung heavy over the roof of Stone 
Farm. To many generations it had stoo<i for prosperity 
or misfortune—these had been its foundation^, and still it 
drew to itself the constant- Jhoughts of many people. 
Dark things—terror, dreariness, vague Suspicicjns of evil 
powers—^gathered there naturally as in a churchyard. 

And now it all centred round this woman, whose shadow 
was so heavy that everything brightened when she went 
away. Her unceasing, wailing protest agai«sl her wrongs 
spread darkness around and brought weariness with it. 
It was not even with the ideapf submitting to the inevitable 
that she came back, but only to go on as before, with 
renewed strength. She could not do without liim, but 
neither could she offer him anything good; she 
was like tlro§e beings who can live and breatiie only in 
fire, and yet cry out when burnt. She writhed in the 
•flames, and yet she herself fed them. Fair Maria was her 
own doing, and now she had brought tjiis new relative 
into the house. Thus slie herself made easy the path of Ids 
infidelity, and then shook the house above him with her 
complaining*. 

An affection such as this was not God’s work ; powers 
of evil had their abode in her. 



XVII 


Oh, how bitterly cold it was! Pelle was on his way to 
school, leaning, in a jog-trot, against the wind. At the 
big thorn Rud was standing waiting for hint; he fell in, 
and they ran 'side by side like tw6 blown nags, breathing 
hard and with heads hanging low. Their coat-collars- were 
turned up about their eB.Ts,\nd their hands pushed Into 
the tops of their trousets to share in the warmth of their 
bodies. The sleeves of Pelle’s jacket‘were too short, and 
his wrists were blue with cold. 

They said littla, but only fan ; the wind snatched the 
words from thSir mouths and filled them with hail. It was 
hard t6 get enough breath to'run with, or to keep an- ej’e 
open. Every other minute they had to stop and turn 
their back to the wind while they filled their lungs and 
breathed warm breath up over their faces to bring feeling 
into them. The worst part of it was the turning back, 
before they got quite up against the wind a%id into step 
again. 

The four miles came to an end, and the boys turned into 
the village. Down here by the shore it w'as almost sheltered; 
the rough sea broke the wind. There was not much of the 
sea to be seen ; what did appear here and there through the 
rifts in the squalls, came on like a moving wall and broke 
with a roar into whitish green foam. The \vind tore the 
lop off the waves in ill-tempered snatches, and carried salt 
rain in over the land. 


24.3 
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The master be4 yet arrived. Up at his desk stood 
Nilen, busily pickiug its lock to get ati|a pipe that Fris had^ 
confiscated duilng lessons. “ Here’s your knife! ” he 
cried, throwing^ sheath^knife to Pelle, who quickly pocketed 
it. Some peasant boys were pouring coal into the stove, 
wliich was already red-hot ; by the windows sat a ciowd 
of girls, ligaring one another in hymns. Outside the waves 
broke without ceasing, and when their roar sank for a 
moment, the shrill yoices of hoys rose into tlie air. All the 
boys of the viJiJ^ge were 4 ^ tire beadi, running inland out 
under the breakds tirat looked as if they would .gr^^rthom, 
and pulling driftwood upon shore. 

felle had hardly thawed himself when Nilen'made him 
j-out with him. Most of the Boys were wet through, but 
they were laughing and panting Vith eagerness. One of 
them had brought in tlie name-board, .of a ship. The 
SimplicUy was jiaintcd on it. They slood round it and 
wrangled about what kind of vessel it was and what was its 
home-port. 

“ Then the ship’^.gone down,’* said Pelle gravel\. Tlie 
others did not answer ; it was so self-evident. 

“ Well,” said a boy hesitatingly, “ the name-board 
may have been torn awuy by the waves;'it’s only been 
nailed on.” They examined it carefully again; Pelle 
could not discover anythmg special about it. * ’ 

“ I rather think the crew haiie torn it oft and throwm 
it into the sea. One of the nabs has been pulled out,” said 
Nilen, nodding with an air of mystery." 

“ But why should they do that?” asked Pelle, with 
incredulity. 

“ Because they’ve killed the captain and taken ovei 
the command themselves, you ass 1 . Then alt they’ve got 
to do is to christen the ship again, and sail as pirates.” 
The other boys confirmed this with eyes that shone with the 
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spiiit of adventure; this one’s father had told Jiim about 
it. and that one’s had even played a part In it. He did not 
want to, of course, but then he was tied to the mast while 
the mutiny was in progress. 

On a day.like this Pelle felt small’in every way. The 
raging of the sea oppr^ed him and made him feel insecure, 
but th(? others were in their element. They possessed 
themselves of all tire horror of the ocean, and represented 
it in an exaggerated form; they heaped up all the terrors 
of the sea in'play'upon the shore : ships went to the bottom 
w ith^^dn board or struck on Ifie rocks) oerpses lay rolling 
in tfre and drowned men m ^ea-boots and sou’westers 
came up out of the sea at midnight, and walked right 
into the little cottages in the village to give warning of tlr^H 
departure. They dwelj upon it with a seriousness that was 
blight with inward joy, as though they were singing 
hymns of praise to tin mighty ocean. But Pellc stood out¬ 
side all this, and felt himself cowaidh when listening to 
then tales. Jlle kept Irehind the otlicis, and wished he 
C(juld tiling down the bjg bull and let it loose among them. 
1 hen they would come to him for protection. 

rire boys had orders from their parents to take care of 
themselves, for Marta, the old skipper’s widow, had three 
nights running heard the sea demand corpses with a short 
balk. They talked about that too, and about when the 
hshermcn would venture out again, wliile they ran about 
the buuch. “ A bottle, a bottle! ” cried one of them 
suddenly, daslung oflT alorig the shore; he was quite sure 
he had seen a bottle bo'b up out of the surf a little way off, 
and disappear again. The whole sw’arm stood for a long 
time gazing eagerly out into the seething foam, and Nilen 
and another boy had thrown off fheir Jackets to be ready 
to jump out when it appeared again. 

The bottle did not appear again, but it had given d 
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spur to the imaginationi and every boy had his own solemn 
knowledge of such things. Just now, during the equinoc¬ 
tial storms, many a bottle went over i ship’s side with a 
last message to those on land. Really and truly, of course, 
that was why you learned to WTite—so as to be able, to 
vTite your message when }?our hour came. Then perhaps 
the bottle would be swallowed by a .shark, or perhaps it 
would be fished up by stupid peasants who took it home 
with them to their wives to put drink into—this last a 
good-natured hit at Pellc. B\it it sometimes happened 
that it drifted ashore m.sf at the place it was meant for ; 
and if not, it w.jis the finder’s business to take it to the 
nearest magistrate, if lie didn’t want to lose his right hand. 

Out in the harbour the wavqs broke over the mole ; 
the fishermen had drawn their boafp up on shore. They 
could not rest indoors in their warm cottages ; the sea and 
the bad weather kept them on the beach night and day. 
They stood in shelter behind their boats, yawning hdavily 
and gazing out to sea, where now and then a *ail fluttered 
past like a storm-beaten bird. . ... . 

“ In, in ! ” cried the girls from the schoolroom door, 
and the boys sauntered slowly up. Fris was walking 
backwards and forwards in front of his desk, smoking his 
pipe with the picture of the king on it, and with the news¬ 
paper sticking out of his pocket. “ To your places !•” he 
shouted, striking his desk with the cane. 

“ Is there any news ? ” asked a boy, when they had 
taken their places. Fris sometimes, read aloud .the Slxipping 
News to them. 

“ I don't know,” answered Fris crossly. ‘‘ You can get 
out your slates and aritlimetics.” 

“ Oh, we’re going to do sums, oh, that’s fuQ! ” The 
whole class was. rejoicing audibly as they got out their 
things. 



PELLE THE CONQUEROR 247 

Fris did not share the children’s delight over arithmetic ; 
his gifts, he was accustomed to say. were of a purdy liis- 
torical nature. But he accommodated himself to their 
needs, because long experience had taught him that a 
pandemoniura might easily arise’oii a stormy day such as 
this : the weather had a remarkable influence upon the 
cliildreifl His own jcnowledge extended only as far as 
Christian Hansen’s Part I.; but there were two peasant 
boys who had worked on by themselves into Part III,, and 
they helped the others. ’ . 

The cliiMren were deep in their .work, their long, regular 
breathing rising and falling in the room like a deep sleep. 
There was a continual passing backwards and forwards to 
the two arithmeticians, and the industry was only now and 
then interrupted by some little piece of mischief that came 
over one or another of the children as a reniindcr ; but they 
soon fell into oitler again. 

At the bottom of the class there was a sound of sniffing, 
growing mor» and more distinct. Fris laid down his news¬ 
paper impatiently, 

'• Peter’s crying,” said those nearest. 

“ Oh-o! ” said Fris, peering over his spectacles. 
” What’s the matter now ? ” 

” He says he can’t remember what twice two is.” 

Fris forced the air through his nostrils and .seized the 
cane, but thought better of it. “ Twice two’s five ! ” he 
said quietly, at which there was a laugh at Peter’s expense, 
and work went on again. 

For some time they worked diligently, and then Nilen 
rose. Fris saw it, but went on reading. 

Which is the lightest, a pound of feathers or a pound of 
lead ? I can’t find it in the answers,” 

Fris s hands trembled as he held th'e paper up close to 
his face to see sopiething or other better. It was his 
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mediocrity as a teacher of arithmetic that the imps 
always aiming at, but he would not drawn into a dis¬ 
cussion with them. Nikn repeated his question, while 
the others tittered; bttt(.iFris did not hear—he was too 
deep in his paper. So tiM»*whole thing dropped. 

Fris looked at his watch ; He could soon give them a 
(]uarter of an hour’s play, a good long quarter of ^n hour. 
Then there would only be one little hour’s worry left, and 
that school-day could be laid .by as analliec’ trouble got 
tluougli. 

..JPelle stood up in his place in the middle of the class.' 
-He had some trouble to keep his face in the proper folds, 
and had to pretend that his neighbours were disturbing 
him. At last he got out what he wanted to say, but his 
ears were a little red at the tips. -“If a po,und of floui 
costs twelve ores, what will half a quarter of coal cost ? ’’ 
Fris sat for a little while and looked irregslutdy at Pelle. 
It always hurt him more when Pellc was nauglity than' 
when it was one of the others, for he hacl.an%lfection for 
the boy. “ Very well! ’•’ he said bitterly, coming slowly 
down with the thick cane in his hand. “ \5ery well! ” 

“ Look out for yourself ! ’’ whispered the boys, preparing 
to put difficulties in the way of Fris’s approach. 

But Pelle did one of those things that were directly 
opposed to all recognised rules, and' yet gained him respect. 
Instead of sliielding himself from the thrashtog, he stepped 
forward and held out both hands with the* palraS turned 
upwards. His face w'as crimson. . 

Fris looked at him in surprise, and .was inclined to do 
anything but beat him; the look in Pelle’s" eyes rejoiced 
his heart.. He did. not understand boys as boys, but with 
regard to Jmman beings his perceptions were fine,"tind there 
wa^ sometliihg human here ; it would be wrong not to take 
it seriously. He gave Pelle a sharp stroke across his liands, 
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and Jtiirowing down the cane, called shortly “ Playtime ! ” 
and turned away. 

The spray was coming right up to the school wall. A 
little way out there was a vessel, looking very much battered 
and at the mercy of the storm ; sHetnoved quickly forward 
a little way, and then stood still and staggered for a time 
before m*oving on again, like a drunken man. She was 
going in the direction of the southern reef. 

Tlie -boys had ^collected behind the school to eat their 
dinner in shelter, but suddenly there wa‘i the hollow 
rattling sound of wooden-soled boots over on the shore 
sidr,;and the coastguard and a couple of fishermen ran-out. 
Then the life-saving app)aratus came dashing up, the horses’ 
manes flying in the wind. There was something inspiriting 
in the pace, and the boys threw down everything and 
lollowed. 

The vessel was now right down by the point, She lay 
tugging at her anchor, with her stern towards the reef, 
and the wave* washing over her ; she looked like an old 
horse kicking out viciouslj’ at some obstacle with its hind 
legs. The anchor was not holding, and she was drifting 
backwards on to the reef. 

There were a number of people on the shore, both from 
the coast and from ir\land. The country-people must 
have come down to sec whether the water was wet! The 
vessel had goriu-&grOund and lay rolling on the reef; the 
jieople ort board had maHagcd her like asses, said the fisher* 
men, but she.wias no Russian, but a Lapp -vessel. The 
waves went right eve* her from end to end, and the crew 
had climbed into the rigging, where they hung gesticulating 
with their arms. They must have been sliowting something, 
but the noise of the waves drowned it. 

Polio’s eyes and ears were taking in all the pr^arations. 
lie was quivering with excitement, and had to fight against 
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his in^irmit 5 ^ which returned '.whenever anything stirreri 
his blood. The men on the beach were bus}' driving 
stakes into the sand to hold the apparatus, and arranging 
ropes and hawsers so that everything should go smoothl}'. 
Special care was bestoVeef upon the long, fine line that the 
rocket was to carry out to the vessel; alterations were 
made in it at least twenty times. 

The forem,au of the trained Rescue Party stood and took 
aim with the rocket-apparatus ; his glance darted out and 
back again to mea'.urc the distance with the sharpness of a 
claw. “Ready!” said- the others, moving to one side. 
“ Read}’! ”'he answered gravely. For a moment all was 
still, while he jfiaced it in another position and then back 
again. 

W'hc-e-e-e-cw 1 The thin line *tood like a quivering 
snake in the air, with its run-away head boring through 
Hie sfiddcn atmosphere over the sea and its bod} llx’ing 
shrieking from the drum and riding out with deej) humming 
tones to cut its wayfai out tliroiigh the stonm The rocket 
had cleared the distance capilall}-; it was a good wa\' 
beyond the wreck, but too far to leeward. It had run itself 
out and now stood wavering in the air like the restless head 
of a snake while it dropped. 

“ It’s going afore her,” said one fisherman. The others 
were silent, but from their looks it was esudent that they 
were of the same opinion. “ It may still get there,” said the 
foreman. The rocker had struck the water a good way 
to the north, but the hne still stood in an arch in the air, 
held up by the stress. It dropped in long waves towards 
the south, made a couple of folds in the wind, and dropped 
gently across the fore part of the vessel. " That’s it 1 
It got there all right! ” shouted the boys, and sprang on to 
the sand. The fishermen stamped about with delight, 
made a sideways movement with their lieads towards the 
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fcrreman and nodded appreciatively at one another. 
Out on the vessel a man crawled about in the rigging until 
lie got hold of the hne, and then crept down into the shrouds 
to the others again. Their strength could not be up to 
much, for except for that they did-not move. 

On shore there was activity. The roller was fixed 
more firmly to the grovind and the cradle made ready ; 
the thin line was knotted to a thicker rope, .which again 
was to draw the heavy hawser on boaed : it was important 
that everything should hold. To. the hawser was attached 
a pulley as large as a man’s head for the drawing-ropes to run 
in, for one could not know what appliances- they would 
liac'c on board such an old tub. For safety’s sake a board, 
was attached to the line, upon wliich were instructions, in 
English, to liaul it untiia hawser of such-and-such a thick¬ 
ness came on board. This was unnecessary' for ordinary 
licojile, but one never knew how stupid such Finn-Lapps 
could be. 

“ They maf haul away now as soon as they like, and let 
us get done with it,” said the foreman, beating his liands 
together. 

“ Perhaps they're too exliausted,” said a young 
fishcTinan. “ They must have been through a hard time ! ” 

“ They must surely be able to haul in a three-quarter- 
inch rope ! Fasten an additional line to the rope, so that 
we can give them a hand in getting the hawser on board— 
when they get so far.” 

This was done. But. out on the wreck they hung 
stupidly in the rigging 'without ever moving ;. what in 
the world were they thinking about ? The line still lay, 
motionless on the sand, but it was not fast to the bottom, 
for it moved when it was tightened .by the water ; • it must 
have been made fast to the rigging. 

" They've made it fast,' the blockheads,” said the 
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foreman. “ 1 suppose us to uaui tiic 

vessel up on land for tbewc*-wtl» .tl^t bii.of thread! ” 
Ho laughed in despair. 

“ I suppose they <foa.’l; know any better, poor tilings ! ” 
said " Ihc Mormon.” 

No one spoke -or moved. They wer? paratysed by the 
incomprehensibilit}"©! it, and their eyes moved, irf dreadful 
suspense from the wreck down to th.e motionless line and 
back again. The ddll lijyroj.that‘'-eoSuea wlicn rhcn ha\'c 
<ii»nelBieir utmost ant} are^bcatea back by absolute stupidit} , 
begaft to creep over them.. The only tlpng the shipivrccked 
men did was to gesticulate with their arms. They^must 
hai'c. thought that-the men on shore could workaniracles— 
in (iehance ol them. 

” In an hour it’ll be all uj) with them,” said the foreiudii 
sradly. “ It’s hard to stand still and look onj^ 

A. young fisherman eamc forward, ^llc knew liiin 
well, for he had met liim occasional!}'Jjy the cairn when 
the baby's soul burned in the .summer' nigiitt. 

“ If one of you’ll go with me, I’ll try fe) drift down upon 
them I ” said Niels Roller quietly,, 

■" It’ll be certain death, Niels!'’ said the foreman, laying 
his hand upon the young man’s shoulder. " You under¬ 
stand‘that, I suppose ! I’m not one to be %fraid, but 
I won’t throw away my life. So yor*' bn/^w wlmi 1 
tiink.” 

The others took thc. 3 amc view. ^4 boat "^^uld be dashed 
tp^eces against the moles. It wo«l4'b&inipossible to get 
it out of the harbour in this weather, lot «Jon»work down to 
4he wreck with.-wind and waves athwart! It might be that 
a had-made a demand upon the village—no one would 
tri^o sneak out of liis allotted share ; but this was down 
right madness! With Niels Kdilcr himself it must pass ; 
his po.sition was a peculiar one-rwith the murder of •' 
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child almhsl on hiS ahd his sweetheart m prison. 

He had his own account td •Sdttle with the Almighty ; no 
one ought to dissuade him ! 

“ Then will none of you ? ” asked Niels, and looked down 
at the ground. “ Well then I musftry it alone.” He went 
slowly m> the beach. How he was going to set about it 
no one Knew, nor did he himself; buf the spirit had evi¬ 
dently come over him.. 

They stood looking ;aftel' him. 'Then a young sailor 
.said slowly ; " I suppose I’d better go with iiim'a;^ tal^ 
the one oar. He ^eair do nothing by himself.” It- Vas 
Nilcn’s brother. - 

It wouldn’t sound right if I stopped you from going, 
my son,” said " the Mormon.” “ But can two of yoa do 
more than one ? ” ' 

“ Niels ami 1 wore at school together and have always 
been friends,’^ answered the young man, looking into his 
lathei’s face. Thpn he moved away, and a little fait her 
oft began to ftin to catch up Niels. 

The fishermen "ioeiked after them in silence. " Youth 
and madness I ” one ol them then said. "One blessing 
IS that they’ll never be able to get the boat out of the 
harbour.” 

“ If I know anytliing of Karl, they will get the boat 
out! ^ said " the Mormon ’’ gloomily. 

Some time' passed, and then a boat appeared on {he 
south side of the harbour, where there was a kttle shelter. 
They must-liave dJli^ed it in over land with the woipe|^’s 
help. The liarbOilr’projected a litti«, so. that "the boat 
escaped the worst of the surf before emerging from its 
protection. They were working their Way out-; 
all they could do to keep the boat up against the wina/mid 
they scarcely moved. Every *ther moment the whole of 
the inside of the boat vffas visible, as if it would take nothing 
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to upset it ; but that hafi ori'C advantage, in fhat the water 
they shipped ran out again. 

It was evident that^hey meant to work their way out so 
far that they could make use of the high sea and scud dow’n 
upon the wreck—a desperate idea ! But tJie whole riling 
was such sheer madness, one would never have thought 
they had been born and bred by the water. After half an 
hour’s rowing, it seemed they cmlld do no nlore ; and they 
were not more than a couple of good cable-lengths out from 
the harbour. They lay still, one of them holding the boat 
up to the waves with the oars, while the other struggled 
with *sometlung—a bit of sail as big as a sack. Yes, yes, 
of course ! Now if they took in the oarS and left themselves 
at the mercy of the weather—with, wind and waves abaft 
the beam !—j*hey would fill with water at once ! 

But they did not take in the oars. -One of them sat 
and kept a frenzied watch while tliey ran before the- wind. 
It looked very aw'kw’ard, but it was evident that it gave 
greater command of the boat. Then they sudfienly dropped 
the sail and rowed the boat- hard up against -the wind— 
when a sea was about to break. None of the fishermen 
could recollect ever having seen such navigation before ; 
it was young blood, and they knew what they were about. 
Every instant one felt one must say Now! But the boat 
was like a living thing that understood how to meet every¬ 
thing ; it always rose above every caprice. The sight 
made one warm, so that for a time one forgot it was a sail 
for life or death. Even if they managed to get down to 
the wreck, what then ? Why they would be dashed against 
the side of the vessel! 

Old -Ole Roller, Niels’s father, came down over the 
sandbanks. “ Who’s that out there throwing thems<dves 
away ? ” he asked. The question sounded harsh as it 
broke in upon the silence and suspense. No one looked 
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at liim—Ole was rather garmioui. He glanced round the 
dock, as though he were looking for some particular person. 
" Niels—have any of you seen Niels,? ” he asked quietly. 
One man nodded towards the sea, and he was silent and 
overcome. 

The waves must have broken their oars or carried them 
away, fof they dropped the bit of sail, the boat burrowed 
aimlessly with its prow; and settled down lazily with its 
broadside to the wind. Then a great wave took them and 
carried them in one long sweep towards the wreck, and they 
disappeared in the. breaking billow. 

When the water sank to rest, the boat lay bottom 
upwards, rolling in the lee of the vessel. 

A man was working his way from the deck up into the 
rigging. “ Isn’t that Niels ? ” said Ole, gazkig until his 
03 'es watered.“ I wonder if that isn’t Niels ? ” 

“No; it’s my brother Karl,’’said Nilen. 

“ Then Niels is gone,’’ said Ole plaintively. . “ Then 
Niels is gone.’ 

The others had nothing to answer ; it was a matter of 
course that Niels would be lost. 

Ole stood for a little wlule shrinkingly, as if expecting 
that some one would say it was Niels. .He dried his eyes, 
and tried to make it out for himself, but they only filled 
again. “ Your eyes are young,” he said to Pelle, his head • 
trembling. “ Can’t you see that it’s Niels ? ” 

" No, it’s Karl,’' said Pelle Softly.-, 

And Ole went with bowed head through the crowd, 
without looking at apy one or turning'aside for anything. 
He moved as though he were alone in-the .world, aitd 
walked slowly out along the south shore. He was going 
to meet the dead body. 
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Yard after yard it unrolled itself 4nd. glided slowly into 
the sea like an awakened sea-a»inial, and the tlyck hawser 
began to move. 

Karl fast^ed it high up on the mast, and it took hll tJ>e 
men—and boys toor—16 haul it taut. -Ever then it dmng 
in a heavy curve from its own weight, aijdthe cradle dragged 
through the crests of the waves when it went oat empty, 
It was more tmdes than ab4Ml ike water as they pulled 
it feacl(^ain with the fitat'Sfctlie.cfew, a frmny litUe dark 
mati, dcussid ih mangy gr*y fur. ’waS almost drekfid 
in th8-dressing, but when .once' they had emptied the water 
out of him he quite .recovered and chattered incfessanily 
in -a furiwjs Jsinguage tjiat no one understood.. .^vedittle 
fta-q^ beings, one by one,'-were brought pv^.^&y the 
cradle,, and feist pf all came Karl with a ..little squealing 
piyin his arms. 

, “ Tllfey u.'ere a poor lot of seamen ! ” said Karl, in the 
intervals of disgorging water. “ Upon my word, they 
understood nothing. They’d made the ro.(^t-line fast to 
the shroud.s, and tied the loose end round the captain’s 
waist 1 And |'qU' shpuld jqst have seen the muddle on 
b<:4u:(tT4'.{'Hfe’lalkedli(iudly, b»|t his glance seemed to veil 
something,. 

* The men now went home to the village with the ship¬ 
wrecked sailors ; the vessel looked as if it -would still keep 
out the. water for some time. 

Just as' the school-childrep^w«E? starting to go home, 
Ole came staggeymg along with his son'*^ dead body on iiis 
back. .He w^ed with loose-, kneesi*tending low, and 
moan^'tmder his burden. Fris stepped him and helped 
him tb lay the dead body in the schoolroom. There was 
a deep wound in the forehead. When Pelle- saw the dead 
body , with its gaping-woqpd, he began to jump up and 
down, jumping quickly upj and letting himself drop like 



I’ELLE THE CONQUEROR 257 

a dead bird.' The girls drew away irom Idm screaming, 
and Fris bent over him and looked sonrovvtully at him. 

“ It isn’t from naughtiness,” said the other boys. “ He 
can’t help it; he’s taken that way, sometimes. He got it 
onc^ when ha saw a man almosfkilled.” And they caiiicd 
him off to the ptirfip to bring liim to himself again. 

Fris'tind Ole busied themselves over the dead body, 
placed something under tht head, aind washed away the 
sand tlrat bad got rubbed ii|h) the skin of the fajoe.’ ^ He 
was my best boy,” did Fris, stroking tlie dead man’s head 
with a trembling hand. “ Look well at him, children, and 
‘.^Vcr forget him again ; he was my best boy.” 

He htoQd' silent, looking straight betore*.,him, with 
dimmeli spc&tacle.s and hands hanging loosely. ‘Oia w^as 
crying ; l*e had suddenly grown pitiably old and decrepit, 
” 1 suppose I ought to get liim home ? ” he said plaintively, 
trying to raise liis son’s shoulders; but he had not the 
strength. 

“Just Icfeiiim lie 1 ” said Fiis. “ He’s had a hard day, 
and he’s reding now.” 

“ Yes, lie’s had a hard day,’* said Ole, Raising Ins son’s 
hand to his mouth to breathe upbn it. ^And hiok how 
he’s used the oar ! The blood's burst out at his fingOr'tipsl” 
Ole laughed through his tears. “ He was a good lad. fie 
was food to me, and light and heat too. There never came 
an unkind word out of his mouth to me that was a burden 
on him. And no\v' f’W- got no son, Fris I I’m childless 
now ! And I’m ilbt aWe toido anything'! *' 

“ You shall hkve enough to live upon. Ole,” said Fris. 

“ Without coming* On the parish ? I should'A'f, lifte to 
come upon the parish.” 

“ Yes, without coming on the parish. Ole.” 

“ If only he can get peace aoVs^i He had so Httle peace 
in this world these last feW'^ears. There’s been a song 
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made about his mfeiortunei Fris, he hea^d 

it he was like a new-born lamb in th* cold!- The'-clnldren 
sing it loo.” Ole looked roiinS • at*’them imploringly. 
‘‘ It was only a piece of boyish heedlessness, and now heJs 
taken his punishment.” " , ' 

“ Your son hasn’t had any punishment, Ole, and neither 
has he deserved anj-,” said Fris, putting his arm about the 
old man’s shoulder. ' “ But he's given a great gift as he lies 
there and cannf>t say anything. He gave -their 

lives and gave up his owm in refum for the one offence that 
he committed in thoughtlessness! It was a generous son 
you had, Ole ! ” Fris looked at him with a bright smile. 

” Yes,” said Ole, with animation. “ He saved five 
people—of course he did—j’es, he did ! ” He had not 
thought of that before ; it would probably nev’er have 
occurred to him. But now some one else had given it form, 
and he clung to it. “ He saved five lives, even if they were 
only Finn-Lapps; so perhaps God will not disown him.” 

- Fris shocjk liis head until his grey hair fell^ver his eyes. 
‘‘Never forget him, diildren ! ” he said; ‘‘mid now go 
quietly home,” The children silently took up their things 
and went; at that moment they would have done anything 
that Fris told them; he had coniplete power over them. 

Ole stood staring absently, and then took Fris by the 
sleeve, and drew him up to the dead body, ‘‘He’s rowed 
well! ” he said. ‘‘ The blood's come out at his finger-end*', 
look i ” And he raised his son’s hands |o,41ie light. ‘ ‘ And 
there’s a wist, Fris! He could take up an old man like 
me, and carry me like a little child.” Ole laughed feebly. 
■" But I carried him ; all the way from the south reel I 
carried him on my back. I’m too heavy for you, father ! 
I could hear him say, for he was a good son ; but I carried 
him, and now I can’t do anything more. If only they see 
that! he was looking again at the blood-stained fingers. 
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“ He did do ■jm'besX,, If only God Himself would give 
liim his discharge ! ” 

*‘-yes/’ said EriS. • ‘^God will give Rim his discharge 
Himself,-and He sees everything, you know, Ole.” 

•. &)me fishermen entered the room. They took off their 
caps, and one by one went quietly up and shook hands with 
Ole, and*then, each passing liis hand over his face, turned 
questionipgly to the schoolmaster, Ffis nodded, and they 
raised the dead body betw^ them, and .passed with 
heavy, cautious steps out thiough tlie entry and on-towards 
the village. Ole following them, bowed down and moaninp 
to himself. 
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It wa<? Pelle, who, one 8^y* iri his first year at school, 
when he wa's being questioned in Religion, and Fris asked 
hirti whether he could give the names of the three greatest 
festivals in the year, amused every one by answering: 

“ Midsummer F/’e, Harvest-home and—and-” Tliere 

was atliirdtoo, but when it came to the-point, he was shy 
of mentioning it—his 'birthday 1 In certain ways it was 
the greatest of them all, even though no one but Father 
Lasse knew about it—sind the people who uTote the almanac, 
of coarse ; they knew about simply everything 1 

ft csftne on the twenty-sixth of Tunc and was called 
^elagfns Jo the taiendar. In the njorn^if^lnsfather kissed 
hint and said : ■*' Hstjsplness^da yil^^ng to you, laddie ! ” 
and theij there was Jlw^^rftn^fljnn'g in his pocket when 
he came'tb pull on-h8t|ppu||jpi;’’ His father was just as 
excited as he was lumself) arid waited by him while he 
dressed, to share in the surprise. But it was Pelle’s way to 
spin things out when'something irfee-was coming ; it made 
the pleasure all the greater. Hir^ifpo^j^ passed over the 
^pterestmg pocket, while Father LasSe slic’d by fidgeting 
' and pot knowing what to do. • 

say, what’s the matter with thaf^cket ? It looks 
to me so fat! You surely haven’t been out stealing hens' 
eggs in the night ? ” , - - •* 

Then Pelle had to take it out—a lafgetmndle of paper— 
and undo it, layer after layer, ’And Lasa^ould be amazed, 
't a’66 
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” Pooli, it's nothing but paper ! What rubbish to go 
and fill your pockets with ! ” But in the very inside of all 
there was a pocket-knife with two blades. 

“ Thank yem ! ” wliispered Pclle then, with teais in his 
oyeS. 

“ Ohj nonsense ! it’s a poor present that! ” oaid Lasse, 
blinking hiS red, lashless eyelids. 

Beyond this the boy did'n«t come in for anything 
better on that day than usual,' but all the same he had a 
solemn fceliiig all day. The sun never failed to shine—w;as 
even unusually bright; and the animals looked meaningly 
at him while they lay munching. - Jt’s n;y birtliday 
to-day! ” he said, hanging with Ms arms round tl^ neck 
of Nero, one of the bullocks. “ Cai) you ^y ‘ A happy 
bji thday ’ ? And Nero breathed warm breath down 

his back, together with green. j,uice from his clrcwing ; and 
Ptllc went about happy, and stole ^reen corn to give tQ Mm 
and to his fai'ouiite cajif, kept the nc.w knife—or ji'hataver 
it might have been—^in his hand t^(>j.vhalc ^yj^on^, 
dwelt in a peculiarly ^solemn way »v«rytliing he did, ■ 
He could make the -^ihe day swell, with a 

festive feeling ; and when..^ bed he Tried toJeeep 

awake so as to make the day longer still.. 

Nevertheless Midsummer Eve was in its .way. a greater 
day ; it had at auy-Tatc tire glamour of tlie. unattainable 
over it. On thal»jiay everything tlral could creep and walk 
went up to *tlteiCf>nxmon there was not a servant on.tlie.. 
whole island‘Sp poor-spirited as to submit to the refusal “ 
of a holiday on That. (}ay—none except just Lasse and 
Pelle. 

Every year they had seen the day come and go without 
sharing in its pleeferB’e: “ Sonk one must stay at home, 
confound it! ”' ^id the bailiff always. “ Or perhaps 
you think I can (3 q it all fo^; you ? ” They had too little 
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power to assert themSelvcs. • Lasse helped to pack appetis¬ 
ing food and beverages into the cartsj and see the others 
off, and then went about despondently—one man to al] 
the work. Pcllc watched from- the field their merry 
departure and the wliite stripe of dust far away bdrind 
the rocks. And for half a year aftenvards, at meals, 
they, heard reminiscences of* drifiking and fighting and 
love-maldng—the whqjie.leitivity. 

But this was at an end. Lasse was not the man to con- 

•' jr- . 

tinue to let himself be trifled with. He possessed a w'oman’s 
affection, and a house.in the background. He could give 
notice any day he'liked. The magistrate was presumably 
busy with the prescribed advertising for Madam Olsen’s 
husband, and as soon as the lawful respite was over, they 
would come together. 

Lasse no longer sought to avoid the risk of dismissal. 
As long ago as the winter, he had driven the bailiff into a 
corner, and only agreed to be taken on again upon the 
'.express condition that they both took parf in the Mid¬ 
summer Eve outing ; and he had witnesses to*it. On the 
Common, where all lovers held trj^st that day, Lasse and 
she were to meet too, ^utpf this Pelle knew nothing. 

“ To-day we can say the day after to-morrow, and to¬ 
morrow we can say to-morrow,” Pelle went about repeating 
to his father two evenings before the day. He had kept 
an account of the time ever since May Day, by making 
strokes for all the days on the inside of the lid of the chest, 
and crossing them out one by one. 

“Yes, and the day after to-morrow ,we’sllall say to-day,” 
said Lasse, with a juvenile fling. 

They opened their eyes upon ah incomprchemsibly 
brilliant world, and did not at first remember that this 
was the day. Lasse had anticipated his wages to the 
amount of five krones, and had got an old cottager to do 



263 


PELLE THE CONQUEROR 

liis work—for half a krone- and his meals. ” It’s not a 
big wage,” said thp man ; ‘‘ but if I give you a hand, 
perhaps the Almighty’ll give me one in return.” 

“ Well, we’ve no one but Him to hold to, we poor 
creatures,” answered La^. "But I shall thank you in 
my grave.” 

The ‘cottager arrived by four o’clock, and Lasse was 
;ible to begin Ixis holiday from that hour. Whenever he 
was about to take a hand in the work, the other said : 

“ No, leave it alone! I’m sure you’ve not often had a 
holiday.” 

" No: this is the first real holiday Since I came to the 
farm,” said Lasse, drawing himself up with a lordly air. 

Pclle was in his best clothes from the first thing in 
the morning, and went about smiling in his shirt-sleeves 
and with his hair plastered down with water ; his best 
cap and jacket were not to be put on until they were 
going to start. When the sun shoric upon his face, it 
sparkled lik# dewy grass. There was nothing to trouble 
about ; th« animals were in the enclosure and the bailiff.- 
was going to look after them himself. 

He kept near iris father, who had brought this about. 
Father Lasse was powerful! " What a good thing you 
Uireatened to leave ! ” he kept on exclaiming. And Lasse 
always gave the same answer: ‘‘ Ay, you must carry 
things with a liigh hand if you want to gain anything in 
tliis world! ’’—and nodded with a consciousness of power. 

They were to have started at eight o’clock, but the 
girls could not get the provisions ready in time. There 
were jars of stewed gooseberries, huge piles of pancakes, 
a hard-boiled egg apiece, cold veal and an endless supply 
of bread and butter. The carriage boxes could not nearly 
hold it all, so large baskets were pushed in under the 
seats. In the front was a small cask of beer, covered 
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with green oate to keep the sim^Tfrom it; an<j there was a 
whole keg of spirits and thret bottleS ofj:old punch. Almost 
the entire bottdrn of the large spring-waggon was covered,- 
so that it was difficult to find ii»i»’|or one’s feet. 

After all Fru Kongstrup showed a proper feeling- for 
her servants W’hcn she wanted -to.' She went about like 
a kind mistresi ^ind saw that afc'crything was well packed 
and that nothing was fia^Wiifg.' She was not like Kong- 
stru]), who always ifed to have a S^iff Ixitwden himself 
and them. She even-joked and di(J.her best, and it was 
evident that whatever else there might be to say against 
hci, .she wanted them to have -a merry da}'. That lidT' 
face was a little sad was not to be wondered at, as thct 
farmer had driven out that morning w ilh her young il lative. 

At kist the girls were ready, and every oiic got in— 
in high spirit'-. The men inad\’ertently sat. ujxia’the’ 
girls’ laps and jumped up in alarm. "Oh, 6h ! I'ftnist 
ha'We gone too near a'-stovc J ’’ cried the rogue Mons, rubbing 
hii^Self behind. Even the mistress could not Ht'lp laughing. 

Isn’t Erik going 'wth us ? " asked his old»sweetheart 
Bengtai w'ho still had a ^M'rm spot in lifr heart for him. 

The bailiff whistled shrilly twice^^and Erik came slowly 
up from the barn, w'licre liif had b«;n standing and keeping 
watch upon’ his master. 

" Won’t you go with them (o'the woods to-day, Erile 
man ? ” asked the liaililf kindly, l^rik stood fwisting his 
big body and murmuring something that'ho one could 
understand, and then made an unwilling movement with 
one shoulder. 

" You’d Ix'tter go with-'tKem,” said life bailiff, pretend¬ 
ing he was going to talse liim and put him into the cart. 

“ Then I shall have to see whether I can get ot*er the 
loss.’’ 

Those in the carl laughed, but Erik shuffled off down 
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through the yard, with Ws- dog-like glance directed back¬ 
wards at the baihf|’s feet,--aiid stationed himsell at the 
corner of the stable, where hie stood watching. Tie held 
his cap behind his bacifi -as boys -do when they play at 
“ Robbers.’ 

" He’s a queer customor! ” said Mons. Then Karl 
Johan ghided the horses carefully througli, the gate and 
they get off witli a craCk of thC^siWl). 

Along all thc*r6a<fe, vehicles wcM making the it way. 
towards the highest part of the island, filled to overflowing 
with merry people, who sat on one another’s laps and 
'Irnng right over the sides. The dust rose behind the epn- 
■yt^anccs and hung white in the air in stripes miles 'iu 
length, that showed hew the roads lay like spokes in a' 
wheel all'pointing towards the middle of the island. The 
air iujnimed with merry voices and the sti’ains of concertinas. 
They'tniss'^ Gustav’s playing now—yes, and Bodd’s 
pretty face, ^ti^t always shone so brightly pn a day Eke 
tills. 

Pelle had the appetite of years of fasting for (he grtat 
world, and devoured everything with liis eyes. “ Look 
there, father! Just look! ” Nothing escaped him. It 
made the others cheerful to locdc-at him-rhe was so rosy 
and pretty. He wore a newly-washed blue blouse under 
his waistcoat, winch show'cd at the neck and wrists and 
did duty as collar an<i culfs; but Fair Maria bent back 
fiom the box-seat, w'hcrc she was sitting alone with Karl 
Johan, and tied a very white scarf round his neck, and 
Kama, who wanted to be motherly to him, went over Ms 
face with a comer of her pocket-iiandkerchief, winch she 
moistened with her tongue. She was rather officious,, but 
for tha^ matter it was quite conceivable that the boy 
might have got dirty again since his thorough morning 
wash. 



266 PEL'LE.XHE conqueror 

The sida roads continued to poui' their contents out on 
to the high-roads, and there was sogn a whole river of 
conveyances, extending as far as the oye ■ could sec in 
both directions. One would hardly have believed that 
there were so many vehicles in the whole world I Karl 
Johan was a good driver to have ; he was alwaj’s pointing 
with his whip and telling them something. He ‘knew all 
about every single house; They were beyond the farnfls and 
. tillage by now; but on the heath, where self-sown birch 
and aspen trees stood fluttering restlessly in the summer 
air, there stood desolate new houses with bare, plastered 
walls, and not so much as a henbane in the window or a 
bit of curtain. The fields round them were as stony as 
a newly-mended load, and the crops were a sad sight; 
the corn was only two or three inches in height, and already 
in car. The people here were all Swedish servants who 
liad saved a little and had now become land-owners. Karl 
Johan knew a good many of them. 

■ “ It looks \'ery miserable,” said Lasse, tomparing in 

his own mind the stones here with Madam Olson’s fat land. 

‘‘Oh well,” aiiswcicd the head man, “it’s not of the 
very best, of course; but the lafid yields something 
anyhow.” And he pointed to the fine large heaps of loari- 
metal and hewn stone? that surrounded every cottage. 
“ If it isn’t exactly grain, it gives sometliing to live on ; 
and then it’s the only land that’ll suit poor people's purses.” 
He and Fair Maria were thinking of settling down here 
themselves. Kongstrup had promised to help them to 
a farm with two horses when they married. 

In the wood tlie birds were in the middle of their 
morning song; they were later with it here than in the 
sandbanks plantation, it seemed. The air sparkled 
brightly, and something invisible seemed to rise from the 
undergrowth; it was like being in a church with the sun 
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‘shining down tlirough tall vxindows and the organ playing. 
They drove round the foot of a steep cliff with overhanging 
trees, and into the wood. 

It was almost impossible to thread your way through 
the crowd of unharnessed horses and vehicles. You had 
to have all your wits about you to keej) frotn damaging 
your own* and other people’s things. Kail Johan sal 
watching both liis fore wheels, and fdt his way on step by 
step ; he was hkc a cat in a thunderstorm, he was so waiy. 
" Hold your jaw ! ” he said sharply, when any one in the 
cart opened his lips. At last they found lOom to unharness, 
and a rope was tied from tree to tree to form a square in 
which the horses Were secured. Then they got out the 
curry-combs—goodness, how dusty it had been ! And 
at last—\Ycll, no one “said anything, but they all stood 
e.xiicctant, half turned in the direction of the head man. 

“ Well, I suppose we ought to go into the wood and 
look at the view,” he said. 

They turfled it over as they wandered aimlessly round 
the cart, locking furtively at the provisions. 

" If only it’ll keep ! ” said Anders, lifting a basket. 

" I don’t know how it is, but I feel so strange in my 
msidc lo-day,” Mons began. "It^ can’t be consumption, 
lan it ? ” 

“ Perhaps we ought to taste the good-tfiings first then ? ” 
said Karl Johan. 

Yes—oh yes—it came at last! 

Last year they had eaten their dinner on the grass. 
It was Bodil who had thought of that; she. was always 
a little fantastic. This year nobody would be the one to 
make such a suggestion. They looked at one another a 
little expectant; and they then climbed up into the 
cart and settled themselves there just like other decent 
people. After all the food was the same. 



268 


PELtiK, THE CSCaSQUEBdlg' 

Th*^ pancakes ^ thidc as' a saucepan- 

lid. JTl^silbdcd th^m'of Ei^, wiioiifest yeat had eaten 
ten of , 

"ItVi'pity -b^s not here this 5/fcar! ” said Kail 
Johan. “ He was a merry devil.” 

" He’s.nPt badly off,!'«said Mons, “ Gets his food and 
clothes given .hiihi iwtMpI but folkn? at t.he 

bailiff’s heels and co 0 *him. And he's’always confented 
now. I wouldn’t abtt nririd changing wti^ him.” 

• Anid fiin'^about Iffe a dbg with its nosf^to the groufid^ 
sniffing at its master’s footsteps ? Oh no; not I! ”, 

"Whatever you wtay say, you must remcmbef*ttiat" 
it’-s-the Almighty Himself who’s taken his'wits 
keeping,” said-'laasi admonishingly; and.’**^'a Ifttic 
while they werc*<itute serfous at the-thought'.' 

But seriousness-mnld not claim more than was its 
due. Anders wanted to rub his leg, but made a mistake 
and' caught hold of Lively Sara’s, and made licr scream ; 
and tMs so flustered his hand that it could not-find its way 
up, but went on making mistakes, and there* was much 
‘; 4 il^htear.iMid Hiaarimcnt. 

' Karl Joharf.#as not taking much fihrt in the hilarity; 
he looked as if’he were pondering •something. Suddenly 
he roused himsatf ahAdiffvMurt liis purse. " Here goes ! ” 
he ij^'8 stand’^beetf- Bavarian beer, of 

^.»idfetch it? ” 

M 4 ns-le«^'«$«lely from the cart. “ How many ? ” 

" Four.’*f iClfl Joha!n’9‘'eye ran calculatliig over the 
cart. " No, just briSfg §ve, will yon ? That’ll be a half 
each,* he said easily.'"'^Buf make sure that it’s real 
Bavarian-beer they gfve’you.” 

There'was really no end to the things'that Karl Johan 
knew about; and he said the name " Bavarian beer ” 
with no more difficulty than others would have in turning 
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a quid in thar moutln: .coam he was a trusted 

man op the farm, ^ow,'an^ often drove on fSjapds into 
tlic town. 

This raised their spirits and awakened cunosity, for 
most of them had never tasted Bavarian beer before, 
Lasse and Pelle openly admitted "their inexperience ; but 
Anders prcleiidcd hoflj^ got.4#QiL®^i’t more than once, 
tliougk eveiy one,kpew k was untrafo* 

■'"Mons returned; moving cautiously,,’ with tlie beci in 
his arms; it was a precious comi»5dity. They drank it 
out ^of the large drum-glasses that were meant for the 
puifetu-^In the town, of course, thiey dp^n'k beer out of 
but Karl Johan considered that that was 
'simpi^ swiljbig. The girls refused fo- dfiiik, but did it 
after all, anAsverc delighted. ■“ They’re akvays like that,” 
said Mons^ “ iihcn you offer them something rcallj’ good.” 
TlKy became flushed with the excitement of the occurrence, 
and thought they were drunk. Lajse took away the 
taste of his lueei with a dram; lie did not like it at all. 
‘‘I’m too old,” he said in excuse. 

The provisions were packed up again» and ^ney 
out in a body to sea the view. Tlicy had lo make their 
way thioiigh a perfeefciorest of carts to reach the pavilion. 
Horses were noigliing tind the|r -hind legs, so 

that the bark flew tlie ^ees. J^ejsC'.’huflfd'dhfBipoives 
in among them, and tugge# at theiivBjp”utJia,tui4:il.^JiK^ 
quieted down again, wliilc the womcifc, sqfeglmad atUi ran. 
hither and thither like frightened hens, wi^ikirts lifted. 

From the top they could form^OHic idea of the number 
of people. On tlie sides of the ^aiid^n the wood beyohd 
the roads—ever 3 rwhere carts covered the ground; and 
down at the triangle where the two ’wide high-roads met, 
new loads were continually turning in. “ There must be 
far more than a thousand pairs of horses in the wood 



270 PELLB THE CiDNQUEStOR 

to-day,” said ICarl Johan. Ves; far more ! There were 
a million,_ if- not more, thought Pelle» He was quite 
determined to**gk a» much as possible iM|t of ^verytliing 
to-da}'. 

There stood the Bridge Farm cart, and there came 
the 4 )eqple from Hammersholm, right out at the extreme 
north of tlie island. Mere were numbers of people from 
tlie shore farms at Dove Point and 'Ronne and .‘Neksd 
—the whole island^-was there. But there was no time flow 
to fall in with acquaintances. “ We shall meet 'this 
afternoon ! ” was the general cry. 

Kail Johan led the expedition; it was one of a head 
man’s duties to know the way about the Common. Fair 
Maria kept faithfully by his side, and every one could- 
see how proud she Avas of liim. Mons walked hand in 
hand with Lively Sara, and they went swinging along like 
a couple of happy cluldren. Bengta and Anders had 
some difficulty in agreeing; they quarrelled eveiy other 
minute, but they did not mean much by it,* And Kama 
madp herself agreeable. 

JjThey descended into a swamp, and went up again by 
a Steep ascent where the great trees,'stood with their 
feet in. one another’s necks. Pelle leaped about every¬ 
where likq-a yonng kid. In. timj^r.the firs there w'ere 
anthills as big as haycocks.' and tire ants had broad trodden 
running like. footpaths between the trees, on and 
oil endlesslyr^’ a multituc^e of hosts passed backwards and 
'forwards upon those roads. Under some small fir-trees a 
liedgehog w’as busy attacking a wasps’ nest; it poked it'! 
nose into the nest, idrew it quickly back, and sneezed. 
It looked wonderfully funny, but Pelle had to go on after 
the^ others. And soon he. was far ahead of them, lying on 
his face in a ditch where he had smelt wild strawberries. 

Lasse could not keep pace with the younger people up 
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the hill, and-it was not tntrch better with Kama. “ We’re 
getting old, we two.’J she said as they toiled up panting. 

“ Oh, are wsr-? was Lasse’s anst^’er. He felt quite 
\'oung in spiritit was only breath that he was short of. 

“ } expect, you think very much as 1 do ; \\'hen 3 ou’ve 
worked for others for so many years, you feel you want 
something of your owm.” 

“ Yes, perliapV,” said Lasse, evasively. 

One wouldn’t come to it quite empty-handed eitJier 
—it it should happen.” 

” Oh, indeed.^’ 

Kama continued in this way, but Lasse was always 
sparing with -his words, until they arrived at the Rocking- 
stone, where the others were standing waiting. That 
was a block and a half! Fifty tons it was said to weigh 
and yet Mons and Anders could rock it by putting a stick 
under one end of it. ’ ' . 

” And now we ought to go to the Robbers’ Ca0e,” 
said Karl Johan, and they trudged on, always up and 
down. Lass» did his utmost to keep beside the othtts, 
for he did not feel very brave when he was alone vi^x 
Kama. What a fearful quantity of trees there were 1 
And not all of one '^ort as in other parts of the world. 
There w'ere birches and firs, bsech and lafcK and itiountarin- 
ash all mixed together, and evet-so many cherry-trees. 
The head man. led them across-a little, dark lake, tJiat 
at the foot of the rock, staring up like an evil eye. “ It 
was here that Little Anna drowned her baby—-she that 
w'as betrayed by her master,” he said Rngeringly. They 
all knew the story, and stood- silent over the lake ; the 
girls had tears in their eyes. , * ' 

As they stood there silent, thinking of Little Anna’s 
sad fate, an unspeakably 'soft note came up to them, 
followed by a long, Effecting sobbing. They moved nearer 
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to one another.'. “ 05 ^ Lordt’-^ wliispttired Fair Maria, 
shivering. '^That's the baby’s s<jul ■ crying! ” Pelle 
stifiened aA<lK listened, .and cold seemed to flow 

down’his back. 

■“ Why that’s a nightingale,” said Karl Jehan. ‘‘ Don’t 
yo» even know tliat ?, There are hundreds of them in 
these woods, land tliey sing in the middle of the day.” 
This was a relief to the older people, b«t Pellc’s hoiTO* TO.s 
not io easily thrown ofl. He had gazed-into the'deptihl of 
the other wolSd, and every explanation glanced off hint ' 

But then tJhme the Robbers’ Castle as a great disappoint¬ 
ment* He had imagined it peopled with robbers, and 
it was only some old ruins that stood on a little hill in the 
middle of a bog. He went by himself all round the bottom 
of it to see if 4 here were not a secBet underground passage 
that led down tu the water. If there were, he would get 
hold ef his father without letting the othera,icnow, and 
makft his_ way in and look for the oheste of money ; or else 
there'.would ii| too many to share in it. ‘But tliis was 
fqr^tlilf-as f>eculiar scent arrested his attention, and 
die came upon a piece of ground that was green with lily- 
Oi-the-valley plants that still bore a few flowers, and where 
there were >vild strawberries. There Were so many that 
lie lia^to go and call the others 

But this was also foigotten as he made'Iiis w’ay through 
the underwood to get up. He had lost the path and gone 
.^jistray iji the damp ciiilly darkness under the cliff. Creeping 
plants and thorns M^ove themselves in among the over¬ 
hanging brandies, and made a thick, low jcoof. He could 
not see an opening anywhere, and a strange green light 
canje through the matted, branches,.the ground was slippery 
with moisture and decaying substances ; from the cliff hung 
quivering fermfronds with their points downwards, and 
water dripping fre*®, them like wet hair. Huge tree-roots. 
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like the nakcjJ Jjodies of 'black goblins wathing to get 
free, lay stretched ap'oss the rocks. A little lurtlicr on, 
the sun hiade a patcli of burning fire ia the'darkness, and 
beyond it rose a bluish vapour and a sound as of a distant 
threshing-machine. ■ 

Pclle stood still and his terror grew until Iris knees 
trembled^.then he,set off running as if he were possessed. 
\ thousand shadow-hands strefclied out after him as he 
rai*^ and he pushed his way through briars and creepers 
with a low cry» The daylight met him vvit^ the force of 
a blow, and ■something behind hini had a Ifli'ni grasp on 
Iris clothes ;■ he had to shout for Fatlicr Lasse with all 
his might before it let go. 

And thefe he stood right out in the bog, while high up 
above his head the others sat, upon a pohit of. rock all 
among tlie-trees. From up there it looked as if the world 
ivcrc all ^sdops, rising and falling cndlessdy; there was 
foliage far down beneatli your fe'et and out as far as the 
eye could seej^up and down. • You wcre*ali^stt{»rtpted to 
throw 5 ’ours«lf into it, it looked so invitin^y.'SiSf#!#' 4'* ® 
warning to the others, Karl Johan had to t«ll them about 
the tailor’s apprentice, who jumped out from a projecting 
rock here, just because the foliage looked so temptingly 
soft. Strange to s&y he escaped with his life j ‘ but' tlie 
high tree he fell through stripped him of every stitcli of 
clothing. 

Mons had been teasing Sara by saying that-ho im& 
going to jump down, but now he drew-back'eautiously. 
“ I don’t ivantto risk my confirmation-clothes,’’ he said, 
trying to look good. ■ 

After all, the most remarkable- thing of all was. the 
Horseman Hill with the royal'’pionument. The tower 
alone ! Not a bit of wood had been uSfed in it, only granite ; 
and you went round .afid• round find round,. "You’re 

T 
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counting the $te$)|| I. suppose ?•** said. Karl Johan, ad- 
monishingly. Oh yes, they wcre^ (jswnting to tiicra- 
selvcs. 

It was c ! eil f<i <ii fe ,thep, and the idand lay spread out 
beneath them in all its luxuriance. The very first thing 
the raehi* wanted to 4l^^ffSis to try what at was like to spit 
down; but the girls' were giddy and kept together in a 
clustdPfe the rftiddl6 of the platform. The churclies were 
counteitwiae* Karl Johan’s able guidance, and all the 
well-known places pointed out. “ There’s Stone Farm too,” 
said Anders, pointing, to something fai off .towards the 
•sea. It was not Stone Farm, but Karl Johan could say 
to-t%fcety l)4feind which hill it ought to lie, and then they 
recognised the quarries. 

. Lasse took no part in this. He stood quite still, gazing 
at the blue line of the ^'cdish coast that stood out far 
away*upon tlifiT ^lining water. The sight of his nati\e 
land made him feel weak and old; he would probably 
never go home again, although he would haiie dearly liked 
to see Bengta’s grave once more. AhJ0s, <md the best 
<haf could happen to one would be td allowed to rest 
by her side, when everything else was ended. At this 
moment he regretted that he had gone into exile in his old 
age. He wondered what Kungstorp looked like now, 
whether the neW people kept the land cultivated at all. 
And all the old acquaintances—how were thejr.getting on ? 

old-man’s reminiscences came over him-so strongly 
a time he foigot MaSam Olsen and everything 
aboal'’1i^'.* allowed himself to ba^Siikd by past 
memories and .fsrjpt in bis heart like a lit#e cliUd. Ah! 
it ^as dreary it away from one’s native place and 
everything in one's old age; but ii it only brought a 
blessing oii t|iB laddie ki some way or other, it was all as 
it should be.. ■ 
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“ I suppose that’s the King’s Copeijjjagen * we see over 
there ? ” asked Andgre. 

“ It’s Sweden,” said Lasse, quietly. 

■' Sweden, is it ? But it lay on side last year, 
if I i;ememb(ir rightly.” 

‘‘Yes, of course! What else Should tha world go 
inund lot ? ” exclaimed Mons. , 

Anders was just about to take this in all goad faith, 
when he caught a grimace that Mons mad©' to, thfl others. 
“ Oh, you clever monkey! ” he cried, and sprang at Mons, 
who daslied down the stone stairs; and the sound of 
their footsteps came up in a hollow rumWe as out of a 
huge caslc. The giiL stood leaning again# pne anpf^ef, 
locking gently and gaging silently at the sinning wafer 
that lay far away rovnd the island. The giddiness had 
made them languid. 

‘'Why, your eyes arc quite drcanty i ” Karl 

Johan, trying to take them •ejl into his embrace. ‘‘ Aren’t 
you coming#own with us ? ” 

They w^e aU fairly tired now. No one said anything, 
foi 01 course Karl Johan was leading ; but the girls show^ 
an inclination to sit down. 

” Now there’s only the Echo Valley left,” he said 
encouragingly, ‘‘ and that’s on our way baclj. We must 
do that, foi it’s well worth it. You’ll hear an echo there 
that hasn’t its equal anywhere,” 

They want slowly, fos their feet were tender with the 
leather boots and much dimless waking ^ bjit 
had come the stpep 4ifl into jth^ y^^.^ijdhiad 

drunk from tii^ spring, they brighteiied^fip. ’Xarl Johan 
stationed himself with legs astrii^%v§ii^' called acro^ to 

* Country-people speak of Copenhikgip as the King’s Copen¬ 
hagen,” 
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the clilf: “ Wlial’s Karl Joliifi** greatest treat ? ”• .^d 
the echo answered stfaiglrt 'irtWiy Eat! ” It was 
exceedingly funny, and they all had' to try it, cacli with 
his or her name—even Pelle. When that was exhausted, 
MOne made »p a question wliich made the. echo give a 
rude answer. 

"You mitstn’t teaah it any tiling like that,” s^id Lasse. 
“ Just suppose some fine ladies were to come here, and he 
started calling that out after them ? ” They almost killed 
themselves with laughing at the old man’s joke, and he 
was so delighted at the applause that he went on repeating 
it to himself on the way back. Ha, ha! he wasn’t quite 
fit for tlie scrap-heap yet. 

^ y/hen they got back to the cart they were ra\'enously 
hungry and settled down to another meal. “You must 
have something to keep \ou lip when you’re Wandering 
about like this,” said Mons. 

"Now then,” said Karl Johan, when they had finished, 
" every one may do what they like ; but at nine sharp \\c 
meet here again and drive home.” 

Up on the open ground, Lasse gave Pelle a secret 
nudge and they began to do business with a cake-seller 
•\intil tlie ethers had got well aliead. “ It’s not nice being 
third wheel in a carriage,” said Lasse. " We two’ll go 
about by ourselves for a little now.” 

Lasse was craning his neck. “ Are you looking for 
any one ? ” asked Pelle. 

“ No, no one in particular; but I was wondering where 
xdl these people come from. There are people from all 
over the country, but I haven’t seen any one from the village 
yet.” 

" Don’t ypu think Madam Olsen’H be here 
to-day ? ” ■ 

" Can’t say,” said Lasse, " but it would be nice to see 
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iidF, and there’s something I^'ant to say to ter too. Your 
eyes are young ; yov rtmSJLkeep a look-out.” 

Pelle was given fifty ore to spend on whatever lie 
liked. Round the ground sat the poor women of the 
Hcadi at little stalls, from which they sold coloured sugar- 
sticks, gingerbread and two-ore cigars. In the meantime 
h'' went Irorn woman to woman, and bought of each for 
one or two ore. 

Away under the trees stood blind Hbycr, who had come 
straight from Copenhagen with new ballads. There was 
a crowd round him. He played the tune upon his concertina, 
his-little withered wife sang to it, and the whole crowd sang 
carefully with her. Those who had learnt the tunes went 
away singing, and others pushed forward into their place 
and put down their fiV'j-iJ^e piece. 

Lasse and Pelle stood on the edge of the crowd listening. 
There was no use in paying money before you knew what 
you would get for it; and anyhow the songs would be all 
over the island by to-morrow, and going gratis from 
mouth to m«uth. ” A Man of Eighty—a new and pleasant 
ballad about how things go when a decrepit old man takes 
a young wife! ” shouted H63’er in a hoarse voice, before 
the song began. Lasse didn’t care very much about that 
ballad ; but-then came a terribly sad one about the sailor 
George Semon, w'ho took a most tender farewell of his 
sweetheart— 

“ Anri said. When here I once more stand. 

We to the church will go hand m hand.” 

But he never did come back, for the storm was over them 
for forty-five daj’s, provisions ran short, and the girl’s 
lover went mad. He drew his..knife upon the captain, 
and demanded to be'taken home to his bride; and the 
captain shot him down, Then the.others tl>re\v themselves 
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upon the corpse, carried j£?o'the galle^ and made soup 
of it. 

'• Ihe girl still waits for li(?t own tmc love, 

Awav from the show she will not move 
Poor maid,Abe’s hoping she still mav wed, 

And docs not know that her lad is dead 

" Thaf’S oeaUtiful," said Lasse, rummaging m his 
purse for a l&Vfe-ore. “You must try to le.uii'that; 
you’ve got dn car for that sort of thing.’’ They pushed 
through the crowd right up to the musician, and began 
'cautiously to sing too, while the girls all round were 
sniffing. 

They'wandered up and dow’n among the trees, Lasse 
rather fidgety, Thcic was a whole street of dancing- 
booths,' tents with conjurers and panorama-men, and 
dnnkmg-bootlis. The cners were perspinng, the le- 
freshment sellers were walking up and down in fiont of 
their, tents lijco greedy beasts of prey. Things had not 
got into'Sill swing yet, for most of the pcofilc were still 
out and about seeing the sights, or amusin^jt Ihcmstlvcs 
in all seemhness, exerting themselves in tnals of strength 
or slipping in and out of the conjurers’ tenl|. There was 
not a man unaccompanied by a woman. 'Many a one 
came to a stand at the refreshment-tents, but the W'omaii 
pulled him past; then he w'ould yawn and allow liimscll 
to be dragged up into a round-abdut or a magic-lantern 
lent where tfie most beautiful pictures weie shown of the 
way that cancer and other horrible^hings made havoc in 
people’s msides. 

^ e.re just the things for tie wonjenv” said Lasse, 

breathtng'foHIfa sigh at haphazarcAftcr Madam Olsen. 

■ On a horse on'llad'vig’s roundabout sat Gustav with his 
arm round ?>?fdil’s waist. “ Hey, old man i ’’ he ciied 
as they whizzed pasf, anti flapped tassc on the- ear with 
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his.cap, which had the w^ite side out. The^^ were as 
radiant as the day ^nd the sun, those two. 

Pelle wanted to have a turn on a rt)undabout. " Then 
blest if I won’t have sometlung too, that’ll make things 
go rpund! ’’.said Lasse, and went in. and had a " cuckoo ” 

$ «offec with brandy in it. “ There are some people,” 
he said when he came out again, “ that can go frem one 
tavern to another without its making ajny difference in 
tlieir purscj It, would be nice to try—only for a year. 
Hu^h ! ” Over by Max Alcxa,nder’5 “ Green, House ” 
stood Kama, quite alone and looking about her-wistfully. 
Lasse drew Pelle round in a wde circle. 

“ There’s Madam Olsen with a strange man! ” said 
Pelle suddenly. 

Lasse started. “ Where ? ” Yes, there she stood, 
and had a man with her! And talking so busily They 
went past her without stopping; she Could choose for 
herself theife 

" Hi, caji’t you wait a little! ” cried Mad^ Olsen, 
running af^jr them so that her petticoats crackled round 
her. She was round and smiling as usual, and many layers 
of good home-woven material stood out about her; there 
was no scamping anywhere. 

They wjfpt on together, talking on indifferent matters* 
and now,.and then exchanging glances about the boy who 
was in their way. They had to walk so ^sedately without 
ventunng to touch .one another. He did not like any 
nonsense. 

It was black wit^ .people now up at the pavilion, and 
one could l\^41y mc|'e a step without niee.ting 
ances. *' It’s even worse than q. swan^^qf said 

Lasse. “It’s not worth frying to §et‘in there.” At 
one place the movement was outwards, ati4 by following 
it they found themselves in a valley, wherd a man stood 
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shouting and beating his ^ists upon a platform. It was a 
missionary meeting. The audience Jajj encamped in small 
groups, up the slopes,, and 41 man .in long black clothes 
went quietly from group to .group, selling leaflets. His 
face was white, and he had a very long, thin, red 
beard. 

Do you sec that man ? ” whispered Lasse, giiing 
Pellc a nudge. " Upon my word if it isn’t Long -Ole— 
and with a glove on his injured hand. It Was him that 
had to take the sin upon him for Per Olsen’s false swear¬ 
ing ! " explained Lasse, turning to Madam Olsen. “ He 
was standing at the machine at the time when Per Olsen 
ought to have paid the penalty with liis three fingers, and 
so his went instead. He may be glad of the mistake after 
all, fur the}’ say he’s risen to grcfit lathings among the 
prayer-meeting folks. And his complesioh's as fine as a 
young lady’s—something different wl&t it was when he 
was carting manure at Stone Farm ! It’ll be fun to say 
good-day to him again.” 

Lasse wajj,quite proud of having served tcigether with 
this man, and stationed liimself in front of the others, 
intending to make an impression upon his lady friend by 
saying a hearty : “ Good-day, Ole ! ” Long Ole was at the 
next group, and now he came on to them and was going to 
hold out his tracts, when a glance at LassC made him drop 
both hand and eyes ; and with a deep sigh he passed on 
with bowed head to the next group. 

‘‘ Did you see how he turned his eyes up ? said 
Lasse, deri.sively. “ When beggars come to court, they 
don’t know how to behave ! Ple’d got a walch in his 
pocket, too, and long clothes; and before he hadn’t even 
a shirt to his body. .And an pngodly devil- lie was too! 
But the old gentleman looks after his own, as the saying 
is ; I expect it’s liim that helped him on by changing places 



PELLE THE rONQUEROR 2S1 

at the machine. 'The way they've cheated the Almighty’s 
enougE to make Him weep ! ” 

Madam Olsen tried to hush Lasse, but the " cuckoo ” 
rose within him together with his wrath, and he con¬ 
tinued : “ S{? lie's above recognising decent people who get 
wiiat they have in an honourable way, and not by lying 
and humbug. They do say he makes love to ail the 
farmers’ wives wherever he goes; but there w'as a time 
when he had'to put up with the Sow.” 

People began to look at them, and Madam Olsen took 
Lasse firmly by the arm and drew him away. 

The sun w'as now low in the sky. Up on the open 
ground, the crow'ds tramped round and round as if in a 
tread-mill. Now and then a drunken man reeled along, 
making a broad p^h for himself through the crush. The 
noise came seething up from the tents—barrel-organs each 
grinding out a different tunc, criers, the bands of the 
various dancing-booths, and the measured tread of a 
schottische qr polka. The women wandered up and down 
in clusters, jrasting long looks into the reSresliment-tents 
where their men were sitting ; and some of them stopped 
at the tent-door and made coaxing signs to some one 
inside. 

Under the trees stood a drunken man, pawing at a 
tree-trunk, and beside him stood a girl, crying with her 
black damask apron to her eyes. Pelle watched them for 
a long time. The man’s clothes were disordered, and he 
lurched against the girl with a foolish grin when she, in 
the midst of her tears, tried to put them straight. When 
Pelle turned away, Lasse and Madam Olsen had disappeared 
in the crowd, t 

They must have gone on a little, and he went down to 
the very end of the street. Then he turned despondingly 
and went up, burrowing this way and that in the stream 
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of people, ;witli' ey.es cVerywkere. " Haven’t you scon 
Father Lasse ? " he aske/i_pititully, w^en tw met any one 
he knew. 

In tJ^-thiekest of'the crush, a tall man was moving 
along, HW$*g.‘i©rth blissSully. at the top of his voice. 
He Was a h'ea 4 taller than anybody else, and very broad ; 
but he beamed with good-nature, aod, wanted to -embrace 
everybody. People ran screaming out of his way, so 
that a broad path was left wherever he went, Pelle kept 
'behind him, and thus sticcecded in getting tlurough the 
thickest crowds, wheie policemen and i angers were 
stationed -wth thick cudgels. Their eyes and cars were 
on the watcli, but they did not interfere in anything'.' 
It was.gaid that they had liandculfs in their pockets. 

Pelle had reached the road in hi ‘5 despairing search. 
Cart after cail was carefully working its way out through 
the gloom under the trees, then rolling out into the dazzling 
evening light, and on to the-high-road with much cracking 
of whips. .They were the prayer-meeting p^iple diiving 
lionje. 

He happened to think of the time, and asked a man 
it was. Xipe ! Pelle had to run so as not to be too 
lat#fcin getting to the cart. In the cart sat Karl Johan 
and Fair Maria eating. “ Get up and have something to 
eat j" they said, and as Pelle was ravenous, he forgot 
everything while he ate. But then Karl Johan asked about 
Lasse, and his torment returned. 

Karl Johan was cro§s; aot one had returned to the 
cart, although it was the time agreed upon. “ You’d 
J9g,tt«r keep close to us now,” he saidlas they went up, ” or 
you '1^^ g;^^lled.” 

Up at the edge of the wood they met Gustav running. 

” Have nope- of you seen Bodil ? ” he asked gasping. 
His clotligs were torn and there was blood on the front 
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of his shirt. He ran on gfo&mng, and tiisappcared Tinder 
the trees. It was quite dark’there, but the (SpcB ground 
lay in a strange light that came from nowhere, but seemed 
to have been left behind by the day as it Faces 

out there showed up, some in ^ghostly pallOi^ IpeSlite black 
like holes in the light, until they suddenly burst'-'forth, 
crimson “with blood-rc(Hlame>. 

The people wandered about in confused groups, shouting 
jtnd screaming at the top of their voices. Two men came 
along with arms twined affectionately round one •another’s 
necks, and the next moment lay rolling on the ground in a 
.hght. Others joined the fray and took sides wittiout 
troubling to discover what it was all about, and the contest 
Ijecamc one large struggling heap. Then the police came 
up, and hit about thorn with their sticks :"and those who 
did not fun away were handcuffed and thrown into an 
empty stable. 

Pelle was quite upset, and kept close to Karl Johan ; 
he jumped %very time a band approached, and -ke^t on 
saying in » whimpering tone ; " 'Where’s Fatliqi" Lasso ? 
Let’s go and find liim.” 

"Oh, hold your tongue! ’’ exclaimed the head Hian; 
who was standing and trying to catch siglit of his felipw- 
servants. He was angry at this untrustworthiness. 
“ Don’t stand there cr3nng! You’d do much more good 
if you ran down to the cart and see whether any one’s 
come.’’ 

Pelle had to go, little though he cared to venture in 
under the trees. The branches hung silently listening, 
but the noise from thl“ open ground came down in bursts^ 
and in the darkness under the bushes living>lji,irg%'fostled 
about and spoke in voices of joy or sOfrow. ’ A sudden 
scream rang through the wood, and made-liis knees knock 
together. 
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Kama sat at the back of the cart a§l^p, and Bengta 
stood leaning against the front seat, -weeping. “ They’ve- 
locked Anders up," siie sobbed.. " He got wild, so they 
put handcuffs on him and locked him up.” She went back 
with Pelle. 

Lasse was with Karl Johan and..Fair Maria ; lie looked 
defiantly at Pelle, and in his half-closed eyes thefe was a 
little mutinous gleam. 

Then now there’s only Mons and Lively Sara,” said 
Karl Johtn, as he ran his eye over them.' 

" But what about Anders ? ” sobbed Bengta. “ You 
surely won’t drive away without Anders 9 ” 

” There’s nothing can be done about Anders! ” said 
the head man. ” He’ll come of his own accord when once 
he’s let out.” 

They found out on inquiry that Mons and Lively Sara 
were down in one of the dancing-booths, and accordingly 
went down there. ” Now you stay here! ” said Karl 
Johan sternly, and went in to take a sur\"ey oHhe dancers. 
In there blood burnt hot, and faces were likceballs of fire 
that made red circles in the blue mist of perspiring heat 
and dust. Dump! dump! dump! The measure fell 
booming like heavy blows ; and in the middle of the floor 
stood a man and wrung the moisture out of Iris jacket. 

Out of one of the dancing-tents pushed a big fellow with 
two girls. He had an arm about the neck of each, and 
they linked arms behind his back. His cap was on the 
back of his head, and his riPtous mood would have found 
expression in leaping, if he had not felt himself too pleasantly 
encumbered ; so he opened Iiis mouth wide, and shouted 
joyfully, so that it rang again ; " Devil take me! Deuce 
take me ! Seven hundred devils take me! ” and disappeared 
under the trees with his girls, .. . 

“ That was Per Olsen himself,” said Lasse, looking 
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after him. What a man to be sure ! He certainly 
doesn’t look as if hc*borc any debt of sin to the Almighty.” 

‘‘ His time may still come,” was the opinion of Karl 
Johan. 

Quite by chance they found Mons and Lively Sara sitting 
asleep in one another’s arms upon a bench under the 
tices. 

‘‘ Well, now, I suppose, we ought to be getting home ? ” 
said Karl Johan slowly. He had been doing right for so 
long that his Itu’dat was quite dry. “ I suppose none of 
you’ll stand a farewell glass ? ” 

‘‘ 1 will 1 ” said Mons, ” if you’ll go up to the pavilion 
with me to drink it.” Mons had missed something by 
g(hng to sleep, and had a desire to go once round the 
ground. Every time* a yell reached them, he gave a 
leap as he walked beside Lively Sara, and answered with a 
long halloo'. He tried to get away, but she elung to his 
arm ; so he swung the hea'-y end of his loaded stick and 
shouted defiantly. Lasse kicked his old limbs and imitated 
Mons’s shouis, for he too was for anything rather than 
going home; but Karl Johan was determined—they 
iverc to go now'! And in tlris he w'as supported by Pellc 
and the women. 

Out on the open ground a roar made them stop, and 
the women got each behind her man. A man came running 
bare-headed and with a large wound in his temple, from 
which the blood flowed down over his face and collar. 
His features were distorted with fear. Behind him came 
a second, also bare-headed, and with a drawn knife. A 
ranger tried to bar his way, but received a w’ound in his 
shoulder and fell, and the pursuer ran on. As he passed 
them, Mons uttered a short yell and sprang straight up 
into the air, bringing down his loaded stick upon the back 
of the man’s neck. The raa» sank to the ground with a 
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grun't, and Mens slipped in amdn^tia'groiips of peajde and^. 
disappeared; and th 4 others.found jpji'WBUfing foj. them; 
at the edge of the Wood. Hfe did.iflot.'4J^SWas any more 
yells. 

Karl Johan had to lead’^he jUJarses until -Jltty gqji out 
on to the road, and then th% all ^ot nw Belrihd them the 
noise had become lost, and only ofiSIdpi^'qiy lor lielp rang,, 
through the air and dropped again. *'V‘ * '■ 

Down by a little lake, some forgotljS^irisEad gathered 
on the grass and were playing by them8§iS»i^,The jvhitc 
mist lay over the grass like a shining lak^'Mj® only the 
upper part of the girl’s bodies rose aboVe i' ^gf hey were 
walking round in a ring, singing the ngi^B^llper-night 
song. Pure and clear rose the merry soj^^|^,-yct was 
so strangely sad to listen to, because they WTO%*ang it had 
been left in the lurch by sots and brawlers. 

' We will dance upon hill and meadow, 

We will weai out oui shoes and stockings. 

Hugh ho, my little swecthcait lair. • 

Wc shall dance till the sun has liscn hig|^. 

Heigh ho, ray queen! 

Now wc have danced upon the green." 

The tones fell so gently upon the ear and mind, lli.it 
memories and thoughts were purified of all that had been 
hideous, and the day itself could appear in its true colouis 
as a joyful festival. For Lasse and Pelle, indeed, it had 
been a peerless day, making up for many years of ^glect. 
The only pity was that it was over instead of al^t to 
begin. # 

The occupants of the cart were tired now, some nodding 
and all silent, Lasse sat working about in his pocket with 
one hand. He was trying to obtain an estimate of the 
money that remained. It was expensive to keep a sweet¬ 
heart when you did not want to be outdone by younger 
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the<)»m any-way.' Pette was asleep, and was slipping 
farther and fS^heiSHdown until Bengta took his head on 
♦0 her lap. |drsfclf was weeping bitterly about Andeis. 

Tlie daylight was growing fapidly brighter as they 
drov^fln fO'-Stoae Farnu^' 



XIX 


l^E niastcr and mistress of Stone'jFarm were almost 
ahrarys the subject of common talk, ajld were never quite 
out of the thoughts ot the pcoplf. Tlici'c was as much 
thought and said.abopt Kongstrup and his wife,as about 
all the rest of the parish put together f they were bread 
to so many, tlieir Providence both in evil and good, that 
nothing that they did .could be immaterial. 

No one ever thought of weighing them by the same 
standards as they used for others; they were some¬ 
thing apart, beings who were endowed with great posses¬ 
sions, and could do and be as they liked, diaregarding all 
considerations and entertaining all passions. All that 
came from Stone Fai'm was too great for ordinary mortals 
to sit in judgment upon ; it was difficult enough to explain 
what went on, even when at such close quarters with it 
all as were Lasse and Pelle. To them as to the others, 
the Stone Farm people were beings apart, who lived their 
life under greater conditions, beings as it were half-way 
between the human and the supernatural, in a world w'here 
such things as unquenchable passion and frenzied love 
wrought havoc. . ‘ 

What happened, therefore, at Stone Farm supplied more 
;ejccitement than the other events of the parish. People 
listened with^epeh-mouth^d interest to the smallest utter¬ 
ance from the Tag house, and When the outbursts came, 
trembled- and went about oppressed and uncomfortable. 

288 
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Nn matter how clearly Lasse, in the calm periods, might 
.think he saw it all, the life qp there would suddenly be 
dragged out of its ordinary recognised form again, and 
wrap itself around his and the boy’s world like a misty 
sphere in %^xich capricious powers warred—just above 
their lieads. 

Tt was now Jomfru Roller’s second year at the farm, 
in spitf,;*fOf all evil prophecies; and indeed things had 
turned out in such.a.way that every one had to own that 
his prognosticatiojis-had been wrong. She waS' always 
fonder of driving with Kongstrnp to, the town than of 
staying at- horge to cheer Fru Kongstrup up in her lone¬ 
liness ;: but such is youth. She behaved properly enough 
otherwise; and it was well known tlyit Roiigstrup had 
returned -to his old hojel-sweetheartjng in Uie town. - Rru- 
Kongstrup herself, moreover, showed no .distrust of her 
young relative—if sire had ever felt any. She was as kind 
to her as if she had been her own daughter; and very 
often it wastfhe herself who got Jomfru Roller to go in 
the carriage to look after her husband. 

Otherwise the days passed as usual, and Fru Rongstrup 
was continually giving herself up to little drinking-bouts 
and to giief. At such times she would weep over her 
wasted life ; and if he were at home would follow him With 
her accusations from room to room, until he would order 
the carriage and take flight, even in the middle of the 
night. The walls were so saturated with her voice that it 
penetrated through everything like a sorrowful, dull 
droning. Those who happened to be up at night to look 
after animals or the like, could hear her talking incessantly 
up there, even if she were alone. 

But then Jomfru Roller began -to talk pS ^"ing away. 
She suddenly got the idea that she wanted to go to Copen¬ 
hagen and learn something, so that she ^oul^ earn her 

V 
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own living. It sounded strange, |s there was every 
prospect of her some day inheriting the farmer’s property. 
Fru Kongstrup was quite upset &t the thought of losing 
her, and altogether forgot her other troubles in continually 
talking to her about it. Even when everything was settled, 
and they were standing in the mangling-room with the 
maids, getting Jomfru Roller’s things ready for hei*journey, 
she still kept on—to no earthly purpose. Like all f6e Stone 
Farm family, she could never let go anytjung ^te had once 
got hold of. 

There was something strange about' Jomlru Koller's 
obstinacy of purpose ; she was not even quite sure what 
she was going to_ do over there. “ I suppose she’s going 
over to learn cooking,” said one and another with a covert 
smile. 

Fru Kongstrup herself had no suspicion, She, whet was 
always suspecting Sometlting, seemed to be blind here. 
It must have been because she had such complete trust in 
Jomfru Kdller, and thought so much of her. <^lie had not 
even time to sigh, so busy was she in putting everything into 
good order. Much need there was for it too; Jomfru 
Roller must have had her head lull of very different 
tilings, judging from the condition her clothes were in. 

“ I'm glad Kongstrup’s going over with her,” said 
Fru Kongstrup to Fair Maria one evening when they were 
sitting round the big darning-basket, mending the young 
lady’s stockings after the wash. “ They say Copenhagen’s 
a bad town for inexperienced young people to come to. 
But Sina’ll get on all right, for she’s got the good stock of 
the Rollers in her,” She said it all with such childish 
simplicity ; you could tramp in and out of her heart with 
great wooden shoes on, suspicious though she was. ” Perhaps 
we’ll come over to see you at Christmas, Sina,” she added 
in the goodness of her heart. 
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Jomfru Roller opeiied her mouth and caught her breath 
in terror, but did hot answer. • She bent over her work 
and -did not look at any one all the evening. She never 
looked frankly at any one now. “ She’s ashamed of her 
deceitfulnessrf ” they said. Tlie judgment would fall upon 
her; she ought to’ha^ve known what she was doing, and 
not gon^betn>cen tlie bark and tlw- wood, especially here 
where crn'e of tlrem trusted her entirely. 

In the upper-yard the new man Pier was busy getting 
the closed cartlage ready. Erik stood beside him idle. 
He looked unha’ppy and troubled, poor fellow, as he always 
did when he was not near the bailiff. Each time a wheel 
had to come off or be put on, he had to put his giant’s 
back under the big carriage and lift it. Every now and 
then Lasse came to tlft? stable-door to get an idea of ^'hat 
was going oh. Pelle was at school, it being the first day 
of the new half-year. 

She ivas going away to-day, the false wretch who had 
let herself bfe drawn into deceiving oiie who had been a 
mother to li*r 1 Frn Kongstrup must be going 'with them 
down to the steamer, as the closed carriage was going. 

Lasse went into the bedroom to arrange one or two 
things so that he could slip out in the evening without 
Pelle noticing it. He had given Pelle a little paper of 
sweets for Madam Olsen, and on the paper he had drawn 
a cross with a lead button; and 'the cross meant in all 
secrecy, tliat he would come to her that evening. 

W 1 file be took out his b 4 st clothes and hid them under 
some hay close to the outer door, he hummed :— 

" Love’s longing so stroag 
It helped me along. 

And the way was made shott with thd’nightingales’ song." 

He was looking forward so immensely to the evening; 
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lie had not been alone «kb her<^^'for n«arly a quarter 
of a year. He "was pro«dj 4 BotEover,* of Ti^vjng taken 
writing into Ids service, and tliai. Jit writing-ifhat PWie, 
quick reader of writing though he was, would not be able 
to make out. 

Wliile thd others were taking their after-dinner paji, 
Lasse went out and tidied up the dung-l|(0fep. Thc*carriag^ 
was standing up there with one large %tiak strapped <in. 
behind, and another standing on one edge oa the bdK.' 
Lasse wondered what such a girl would d(* she was 
alone out. in the wide world and had tcf-pay'thS-^rice of 
her sin. He supposed there must be places where they took 
in such girls in return for good paynJBnt; everything 
could be got over there ! 

Johanna Pild came waddling in 'at the gat^ up there. 
Lasse started when he saw her ; she never caitk^^or any 
good. When shalitddly exhibited herself'here, she was 
alwaj's 'drunk, srtd .^en she stopped at nothing. It was 
g'ad lit) ste htnv low misfortune could drag a wofian. Lasse 
could norticlp thinking wliat a pretty girl shc*had been in 
her ycnith. • And now all she tliought of was making money 
out of her shame ! He cautiousl}^ withdrew into the 
stable, so as not to be an eye-witness to anything, and peered 
out from there. 

The Sow went up and down in front of the windows, 
and called in a thick vbice, over which she had not full 
command: “ Kongstrup, Kongstrup ! Come out and let 
me speak to yotf.' You must let me have some money, 
for your son and I haven’t had •sfay food for three days.” 

" Thafs a wicked lie ! "^said lasse to himself indignantly, 
“ for sh§ has a good income. ‘ -Cut she wastes God’s gifts, 
and now (itg's out to'dcrSoinfreYn.”-' He would have liked 
to take the'foiTetarfHii@W^1ieH(fe ^ough the gate, but 
it was not well to expose one's selfto her venomous tongue. 
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She had her foot uypn the *tep, tat did aot dare to 
mount. Fudflled though ^‘was/ there was something 
th&r kept’ her in chiick. She stood, there groping at the 
handrail and mumbling to herself/ and every now and then 
lifting her fat face aud calling Kongstrup. 
i Jomfru Koller came inadvertcnlly up from the base¬ 
ment, dtid went 4tovards the steps ;* her- eyes weye on the 
.gibund, and not see the Sow until it was too late, 

and then she turned quickly. Johanna Pihl stood grinning. 

■ “ Come hqae, miss, and let me \psh you good-day! ” 

she cried. • “ Yoit’re too grand, ara. you ? But the one 
may be just as good as the other! Perhaps it’s because 
you can dri\'e away in a carriage and have .yours on ( he 
other side ol the sea, whiU' I had ‘mine in a beet-field! 
But is th^ij anything to be i>roud ol ? I say, -just go up 
and tcil-^Hiy fine gentleman that his,cldcst’s starving! 
I daren’t go myself because of the jcvil eye." 

Long -fjeforc this Jomfru KoUc^ down in, tlic 
basement Jgain, but Johanna .Pihi continued' io htand 
and say theisame tiring over and over again, untiLthe bailiff 
came dashing out towards her, wiicn she retired, scolding, 
from the yard. 

The men had been aroused before their time by her 
screaming, and stood drowsily watclring behind the barn¬ 
doors. Lasse kept excited watch from the stable, and the 
girls had-collectcd in the wash-house. What would happen 
how ? They all expected some terribic,.outbreak. 

But nothing happened., Nqw, when Fru Kongstrup 
had the right to shake ,ho«ven and eatth-7-so faitlilessly 
had they treated her —noyt slic was silent. The farm was 
as peaceful as on tire daysiwhen tlrcy had coine to a sort of 
understanding, an^- Kongstsup,.j£ept himself fpiet. Fru 
Kongstrup passed m glpidowa^jCtee*-and looked just 
like anybody else. NcffSng happened ! 
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Sometliing musf' havt • been .said, however, for the 
young lady had’ a very' leaf-stained face when they got 
into the carriage,' and Kongstrup 'wore Ms %ohfuscd !ir. 
Then Karl Johan drove' away -witlf i he two; and the 
mistress did not appear. She was probably ^shamed for 
what concerned the others. 

Nothing had hapjrcned to relieve the' suspense j it 
oppro.sscd every one. She must have accejrted her unhappy 
lot, and given up standing out for her rights-, now, just 
when cveiy one would have suiiported her. This tranquillity 
was so unnatural, so unreasonable, that it made one 
melancholy and low-spirited. It was as though "others 
were suffering on her behalf, and she herself had no heart. 

But then it broke down, and the sound of weeping 
began to ooze out over the farm, quiet and regular like 
flowing heart’s blood. All the evening iff flowed; the 
weeping had never sounded so despairing ; it wcut to the 
hearts of all. She had taken in the poor cliiid and treated 
'hrer as her own, and the poor child had dcccivedjier. Everj’ 
one felt how she must suffer. 

During the night the weeping rose to cries so heart¬ 
rending that they wakened even Pclle—wet with perspira¬ 
tion. " It sounds hke some one in the last agonies! ” 
said Lasse, and hastily drew on Ms trousers with trembling, 
clumsy hands. “ She surely hasn’t laid hands upon 
herself ? ” He lighted the lantern and went out into 
the stable, Pelle following naked. 

Then suddenly the cries ceased, as abruptly as if the 
sound had been cut off with an axe, and the silence that 
followed said dumbly that it was for ever. The farm sank 
into the darkness of night like an extinguished world. 
“ Our nlistress is dead ! ” said Lasse shivering and moving 
his fingers' over Ms- lips. " M4y God receive her kindly ! " 
They crept fcarfully-into bed. • 
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But when they got up ihe next morning, the farm looked 
as it always did, and the maids were chattering and making 
a» much noise as usual in the wash-house. A little wliilc 
after, the mistress's voice was heard up there, giving 
directions about the work. " I don’t understand it,” 
said* Lasse, shaking Ills head. “ Nothing but death can 
stop anything so suddenly. She must have a tremendous 
power over herself ! ” 

It now became apparent what a capable woman she 
was. She had not wasted anything in the long period of 
idleness; the maids became brisker and the fare better. 
One (lay she came to the cow-stable to see that the milking 
was done cleanly. She gave every one liis due too. One 
day they came from the quarry and complained that they 
had had no wages for three weeks. There was not enough 
money on tlie farm. “ Then we must get somej’ said the 
nustres.s, and they had to set about threshing at once. 
And one day when Kama raised too many objections ^§lie 
received a^mging box on the ear. t" 

" It’s ^ new nature she's got,” said Lasse. But the 
old work-people recognised several things from their young 
days. ” It’s her family’s nature,” they said. " She’s a 
regular KbUcr.” 

The time passed without any ehange; she was as 
constant in her tranquillity as she had before been constant 
in her misery. It was not the habit of the Rollers to change 
their minds once they Rad made them up about anytliing. 
Then Kongstrup came home from liis journey. She did 
not drive out to meet him, but Was on the steps to greet 
liim, gentle and kind.- Everybody cquld see how pleased 
and surprised he was. He must have expected a very 
different reception. * 

But during the night. When they were all sound asleep, 
Kama came knocking at the iiieu’s■ window. “Get up 
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and fetch the doctor «he “ and be qi^‘! ” The 
call sounded like TifeTpad'death, and ^ihaj^TWhed 

out headlong. I^a,* wha^-^ill |l 4hia lia^of'skepiu^ 
with one opoa^ke tile h«?is,.Wits tlic first man On the 
spot, and hhd.§6hthe-iiorsest>at oi ^a-‘stabl(^ and,in a 
few minutes Karl Johan was driving out at 4hc gate. He 
had 4 ‘man with liim, to hold the lanicm. It'W^ pitch* 
dark, but they could-hear the carriage. leaMag alongJMntil 
the sound became afery distant; then irt&llWiat.*oftient 
tlie sound-diangid, as, the vehicle tttrncd’ (JnU'tOi the 
metalled road a coupk of.miles off. Tlu-n rt-'died.'ajr.ay 
altogether. 

On the farm tlrey went- about bhaking" *hembelvo.s and 
•ui^blp to. rest, wandering into their rooms and out again 
'to gaze up at the tall windows, where peojJe were miming 
backwards ancLforw’ardbWilh lights. What Irad Irappeni'd ? 
Some mishap Lit the farmer ci'idently, for now and again 
the rjiistross’s commanding voice could be heard down in 
jthpffltchen—but what ? The wash-house and the servants’ 
room were dark and locked. 

"fowards morning, when the doctor had come and 
had taken things into his own hands, a greater calm fell 
upon them all, pJid the maids took the opjxirtunity of 
slipping out inb. die yard. They would not at once say 
what was the matter, but-stood looking in an embarrassed 
way at one another, and laughing stupidly. At last they 
gr-adually got it out by first one telling a little and then 
another: in a fit of delirium or of madness Kongstrup 
had .-dcMie violence to himself. Tllcir faces were contorted 
with a mixture ol fear and smothered laughter; and wdicn 
Karl Johan said gravely-to Fair Maria; “ You’re not telling 
a lie, are^u ? ” she burst into tears. There she stood 
laughing mdrfrying by turns-f and it maiTc no difference 
that Karl Johah'lfeoWpd her sharply. 
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. But it Wts trucj akhougki-it soiiMled 4i^e the craziest 
noiisen'sB* that a man oouIdWo su<Sh"a'lkinp: to himself. 
It was a truUfiUiat stmcy oaAdumb ! ' 

- It was some time bofore-.they coul^ make k out at 
all, but whe?^ theydi4 thera-were-oae or tw» things about 
it .that seemei a little unnatural,. It could not -have 
happene# during intoxication, for the^ farmer never drank 
at hoja^.'did uotdHiik at all as far rfs-any-one knew, but 
only to(i,'5a rfiiNi good company. -It'was more likely 
to have been renori%and contrition ; it vfes not impossible 
consj^e^ing Ihe life .he had led». altbougE it was strange 
•that a man of his nature should behave in such a desperate 
■fashion, 

' But it was not satisfactory! And gradually,.Withemf* 
it being possible to point to any origin, all, thoughts turned 
towards her. .• She had changed of' late, and the Roller 
blood had come out in her; and in that family they had 
never let themselves be trodden downunreyengedf. 



XX 


Out in the shelter, of the gable-wall of the House sat 
Kongstrup, well wrapped up, an(|i gazing straight before 
him with expressionless eyes. The winter sun shone full 
upon him; it had lured forth signs of spring, and the 
sparrows were hopping gaily about him. His wife went 
backwards and forwards, busying herself about him; she 
wrapped his feet up better, and came with a. shawl to put 
round liis shoulders. She touclieS Ms chest and arms 
affectionately as she spread the shawl over him from beliind; 
and- he slowly raised Ms head and passed his hand over 
hers. She stood thus for a little while, leaning against 
his shoulder, and looldng down upon Mm Idte a mother, 
with eyes that were tranquil with the joy of possession. 

Pelle came bounding down across the yard, licking 
his lips. He had taken advantage of Ms mistress’s pre¬ 
occupation to steal down into the dairy and get a drink of 
sour cream from the girls, and tease them a little. He was 
.glowing with health, and moved along as carelessly happy 
as if the whole world were his. 

It was quite dreadful the way he grew and wore out 
his things ; it was almost impossible to keep Mm in clothes! 
His arms' and leg;s stuck far out of every article of clotMng 
he put on, and he wore tilings out as fast as Lasse could 
procure them. SometMng new was always being got for 
Mm, and before you could turn round, Ms arras and logs 
were out of. that . too,.. He was fis strong as an oak-tree, 

29b 
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and wlicn it was a question of lifting or anything that did 
not require persevesance, Lasse had to allow liimself to be 
superseded.’ 

The boy had aequired independence too, and every day 
it became more difficult for the old man to assert his parental 
authority ; but that would come as soon as Lasse was 
master erf his own house and could bring liis fist down on 
liis own .table. But when would that be ? As matters 
now stood it looked'^ if the magistrate did not*want him 
and Madam Olsen ta ^ decently married. •Seaman Olsen 
had given plain warning of his decease, and Lasse thought 
there was nothing tojdo but put up the banns; but the 
authorities continued to raise difficulties and ferret about, 
in tiie true lawyers’ way. Now there was one question 
that had to be cxan\ined into, and now another; there 
wei'e peiiods of grace allowed, and summonses to be issued 
to the dead man to make his appearance witliin such and 
such a time, and what not besides 1 It was all a put-up 
job, so that the pettifoggers could make something out 
of it. 

He was thoroughly tired of Stone Farm. Every day 
he made the same complaint to Pelle: “ It’s nothing but 
toil, toil, from morning till night—one day just like another 
all the year round, as if you were in a contact-prison! 
And what you get for it is hardly enough to keep your 
body decently covered. You can’t put anytlfing by, aud 
one day when you’re worn out and good for nothing more, 
you can just go on the parish.” 

The worst of all, however, was the desire to work once 
more for himself. He was always sighing for this, anii his 
hands were sore with longing to feel what it was like to 
take hold of one’s own. Of late he had meditated cutting the 
matter short and moving down to his sweetheart’s, without 
regard to the law. She was quite willing, he knew; she 
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badl 5 i( needed a man’s hand in the house. And they.-were 
beii^ talked about anyb»w; it would n«t- make much- 
differetoce if he and the boy went as her Rodgers, especially 
when they worked'independently; 

But the- boy was not to be-persuaded ; li% was jealous 
for his father's'honour. . Whenevwr’Lasse touched upon the 
subject he became strangely sullen. Lasse prefended.it 
was Madam Olsen’s idea and not his. 

“ I’m not partidttlarly in lavdfir cd it cither,’’’ he said. 
“ People are sure to'believe the worst at once. But we can’t 
go on here wearing durselves to a ilr^t«d for nothing. And 
-■^n oaft’t breatlfe freely on this farm^al-w-ays tied ! ”, 

Pcile made, no answer to this ; lie was not strong -in 
reasons, but knew what he wante<J« . ' 

“ If I ran away from Ijere'ohe nighC I guess you’d come 
trotting after .me.” 

Pelle maintained a refractory silence. 

“ I Blink I’ll* do it, for this isn’t to be borne. Now 
yofu’va-^tto have new schoohtrousers, and where are they, 
coming from?.” 

‘ Wefl^hen,^Q itl Then jiou’H do what you say.” 

" It’s easy for you to pooh-pooh everything,” said Lasse 
despondingly, “ for you’ve time and years before you. 
But I’m beginning to get old,, and I’ve no one to trouble 
about me.” ■ .. 

“ 'Why,don’t I help you .with everything ? ” aslied Pelle, 
reproachfully., 

“ Yes—yes, of course you do ytmr very best to make 
things easier for me, and no one ceuid say you didn’t. But 
you see—there ar<r certain things you dcio.’t—Biere’s,some- 
tlringT—T- ” Lasse came to a standstill. . What was the 
use bfdXplaining the longipgs of a man to a boy ? “You 
Ihouldn’f so obstinate, ycjtr know! ” And Lasse stroked 
the boy’s arm-igiploringly. 
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,B\tt Pe\]e.il>as obstinate. He had already put up^with 
plenty of sarcastic • remarks from his schoolfellows,JVand 
fought a good rii,any battles since it had become known 
that bis father and Madafn Olsen were sweethearts. If 
they now stated living together openly, it would become 
quite unbearable. Pellcf-was not afraid of fighting, but he 
needed tfl have right on his side if he was to kick out 
propeily. • 

“ Move doi^vn 1o' her tllen, and ni^fifauay ! ” 

“ Where’ll you go to ?i” 

“ Out into the wcrliand get rich ! . 

. Lasse raised-his head, like an old war4lorse that hcar\ 
a signal; but tlien it-dropped again. 

" Out into the Wodd-^nd get rich !' Yes, yes,” he said 
slowly; “ that’s wlS.^ 1 thought, too, when I was your 
age. But tilings don’t happen like that—if .you aren’t 
born with a caul.” 

Lasse was silent, and thoughtfully kicked the straw in 
under a cow*. He was not altogether sure that tka boy 
was not boni with a caul after all. He was.a late*born 
child, and they Were always meant for the ‘Woesfr'Of 'ther 
best; and then he had that caw*&-lick nn his forehead 
which meant good fortune. He was merry and always 
singing, and meat-handed at everything • and his nature 
made him generally liked. It was very possible that good 
fortune lay Waiting for him somewhere out there. 

“ But the very first thing you need for that is to be 
properly co^med. You’d better take your books and 
learn your lesson for the- priest, so thut you don’t get 
refused 1 I’ll do the rest of the foddering.” 

Belle took his books and seated himself in the foddering- 
passage just in front of the big bull. He read in st^-'Mder- 
tone, and Lasse passed up and down at his viguk. Few''! 
some time each mindedJiis own ; but theij came up. 
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drawn by tlie new lesson-books Pelle bad go-t for bis 
confirmation-classes. 

“ Is that Bible bistory, that one there ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

"Is that about the man who drank llimielf drunk in 
there ^ ” 

Lasse had long since given up learning to read"; he had 
not the head for it. But he jvrs always intercsteQ in what 
the boy was doing, and the ^ntfbks exerted a peculiar magic 
effect upon him. Now M?lat does that stand for ? ” lie 
would ask wonderingly, pointing to something printed ; 
or " What-wonderful thing have you got in your lesion 
to-day ? ” Pelle had to keep him informed from day to 
day. And the same questions often came again, for Lasse 
had not a good memory. 

“You know—the one wliose sons pulled off his trousers 
and shamed their own father ? ” Lasse continued, when 
Pelle did not answer. 

“ Oh, Noah ! ” 

“ Yes, of course I Old Noah—the one that Gustav hau 
that song about. I wonder what he made himself drunk 
on, the old man ? ” 

“ Wine.” 

“ Was it wine ? ” Lasse raised his eyebrows. " Then 
that Noah must have been a fine gentleman ! The ownei 
of the estate at home drank wine too, on grand occasions. 
I’ve heard that it takes a lot of that to make a man tipsy— 
and it’s expensive I Does the book tell you, too, about 
him that was such a terrible swindler ? What was his 
name again ? ” 

“ Lalian, do you mean ? ” 

“ Laban, yes of course I To think that I could forget 
it too, for he was a regular Laban,* so the name suits him 

* An ordinary expression in Danish for a mean, deceitful person. 
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just right. It was him that let his son-in-law have l?oth 
his daughters, and work oE their price on his daily wage 
too! If they’d been alive now, they’d have got hard labour, 
both ^lim and his son-in-law ; but in those days the police 
didn’t look ^ close at people’s papers. Now I should like 
to know whether a wife was allowed to have two husbands 
in those flays. Does the book say anything about that ? ” 
Lasse moved his head inquisitively. ^ 

“ No, I don’t think it do<S‘.’* answered Pelle, absently. 

“ Oh well, I oughtn’t to rf^turb you,” said Lasse, and 
went to his work. But in a very short time he was bacto 
again. “ Those two names have slipped my n\emory , I 
can’t think where my head could have been at the moment. 
But I know the greater prophets well enough, if you like 
to hear me.” 

” Say them then ! ” said Pelle, without raising his eyes 
from his book. 

“ But you must stop reading while I say them,” said 
Lasse, “ or you might go wrong.” He did not appYove 
of Pelle’s w£||iting to treat it as food for babes. 

“ Well, I don’t suppose I could go wrong in the four 
greater ! ” said Pelle with an air of superiority, but never¬ 
theless shutting the book. 

Lasse took the quid out from his lower lip with his 
fore-finger, and threw it on the ground so as to have his 
mouth clear, and then hitched up his trousers and stood 
for a little while with closed eyes while he moved his lips 
in inward repetition. 

“ Are they coming soon ? ” asked Pelle. 

” I must first make sure that they’re there*! ” answered 
Lasse in vexation at the interruption, and beginning to go 
over them again. “Isaiah, Jeremiah, Ezekiel, and 
Daniel! ” he said, dashing them off hastily, so as not to 
lose any of them on the way. 
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“ Shall \vc take Jacob’s twelve sons too ? ” 

- “ No, not to-day. It miglit be too much for me all 
at once. At my age you.must go forward gently ; I’m 
not as young as you, you know. But you might go through 
the twelve lesser pre^hets with me.” 

Pelle went through them slowly, and Laise repeated 
them one by one. “What confounded names^fliey did 
think of in those days ! ” he exclaimed, quite out otbi'eath. 
“ You can hardly get your < mgue round them ! But I 
shall manage them in time ’’ 

“ Wliat do you want to know them for, father ? ” asked 
Pelle suddenly. 

“ What do I want to know them hir ? ” Lasse scratched 
one ear. “'Why of course I—er—what a terrible stupid 
question ! What do you want to know them for ? Learn¬ 
ing’s as good for the one to have as for the othet, and in 
my youth they wouldn’t let me gel ^ ahylhing^fine like 
that. JDo you.want to keei 

“ Not'fer fabout all^his prophet 
business if 1 dMn’t Hve to,” 

Lasse almost fainted with horror. 

“ Then you’re the most wicked little cub I ever knew, 
and deserve never to have been born into the world! Is 
that all the respect you have for learning ? You ought 
to be glad you were bom in an age when the poor man’s 
cjiild shares in it all as well as the rich. It wasu’t so in 
my time, or else—who knows ?—perhaps I shouldn’t be 
going about here cleaning stables if.I’d learnt something 
when I was young. Take care you don’t take pride in 
your.own shame!,” 

Pelle half regretted hi% words now, and said, to clear 
himself: ” I’m in the top f^rra now ! ” 

know that wel}-enough, but'that’s no reason 
for your putting your hands in your trouser-pockets; 
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while you’re taking breath, the others cat the porridge. 

I hope you’ve not forgotten anything in the long Christinas 
hohdays ? ” 

“ Oh no, I’m sure I haven’t! ’’ said Pelle with assurance. 

La^se did not doubt it either, but. only made believe 
he did to talfe the boy in. He knew notliing more splendid 
than to isten to a rushing torrent of learning, but it was 
bccomii::g. more and more difficult to. get the laddie to 
contribute it., “How can jou be sure?’’ he went on. 

“ Hadn’t you better see ? It would be such a comfort 
to know that you hadn’t foigotten anything—so much as 
you must have in your head.” 

Pelle felt flattered and yielded, lie -stretched out his 
legs, closed liis eyes, and began to rock: backwards and 
forwards. And the Ten Commandments, the_ Patiiarchs, 
the jud^ges, Joseph and his brethren, the four major and 
the two^c^ njiiior ^grophets—^the whole learning of the 
world ix'uredIftSiMir Icm^- • To Lasse 

it seemed a^if the univar^itWfWete'VWa^^li^^und the 
wliite bcard(^d countenance of the Ainu^hiji. He had to 
bend his he^ and cross himself in awe at the amount that 
the boy’s little head could contain. 

“ I wonder what it costs to be a student ? ’’ said Lasse, 
when he once -more felt earth beneath liis feet 

“ It must be expensive—a thousand krones I suppose, 
at least,’’ Pelle thought. Neither of them connected any 
definite idea with the number; it merely meant the 
insurmountably great.- 

" I wonder if it would be so terrible dear,’’ said Lasse. 

“ I’ve been thinking that when we have, something of our 
own—I suppose it’ll come to something some day—you 
might go to Fris and learn the trade of him fairly cheap, 
and have your meals at home; We ought to b#%bleT-®., 
manage it that way.” 


X 
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Pclle did not answer; he ielt no desire to be apprenticed 
to the clerk. He had take?uiut his knife, and was cuttinf; 
something on a post of one of the stalls. It represented the 
big bull with his head down to the ground, and its tongue 
hanging out of one corner of its mouth. One hoo’f right 
forward-at its-mouth indicated tha^ the animaf was pawing 
up the ground in anger. Lasse could not help ^topping, 
for now it was beginni^g^tih^bc like somctliing. ," That’s 
meant to be a cpw, isn’t st ^ ” he said. He had been 
wondering every (Jay, as it gradually grew. 

. ■“•It’s Volmer that time he .took you on his horns,” said 
Pell& 

Lasse could sec at once that it was that, now that lie 
liad been tcjld^ “ It’s really very like,” he said ; “ but he 
wasn’t so angry, as you’ve made lum ! Well, well, you’d 
‘•better get to work again ; that there fooling can’t make a 
living for a mah;” 

Lasse did not like this defect in the boy—maJ^ 
dra'wings with chalk or his penknife all over; ^tlierc woufc 
soon not be a beam or a wall in the place that did not 
bear marks of one or the other. It was useiiss nonsense, 
and the farmer would probably be angry if he came into 
the stable and happened to see them. Lasse had every 
now and then to throw cow-dung over tlie most con¬ 
spicuous drawings, so that they should not catch the eye 
of pcpple for whom they were not intended. 

Up at the house, Kongstrup was just going in, leaning 
on his wife’s arm. He looked pale but by no means thin. 
“ He's still rather lame,” said Lasse peeping out; “ but 
it won’t be long before we have him down here, so you’d 
better not quite destroy the post.” 

Pelle went on cutting. 

^41 you don’t leave off that silly nonsense, I’ll throw 
«dirt over it 1 ” said Lasse, angrily. 
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“ Then I’ll draw you and -Madam Olsen jon the big 
gate ! ” answered Pcllc, roguishly. 

" You—you'd better! 1 should curse you before my 
face.^nd get the parson to send youaway—if notsometliing 
worse ! ” l^asse was quite upset, and went off down to the 
other end of the cow-stalrle and began the afternoon’s 
cleaning* knocking and pulling Iris implements about. In 
his anger 'he loaded the whesifearrow too full, and then 
could neither go one way nor the other, as his feet slipped. 

Pellc came down with tfae gentlest of faces. " Mayn’t 
1 wheel the banow out ? ” he said. “ Your wooden -shoes 
aren’t so firm on the stones.” 

i Lasse growled some reply and let him ^kcTt. hor a 
very short time he was cross, but it was^na good ; -the. 
boy could be irresistiye when he hked. 



Pelle had been to conftrmation-class. and was now sitting 
in the servants’ room eating his dinner—^boiled herring 
and porridge. It was Saturday, and the bailiff had driven 
into the town, so Erik was sitting over the stove. He 
never said anything of his own accord, but always sat and 
stared ; and liis eyes followed Pelle’s movements back¬ 
wards and forwards between his nvauth and his plate. He 
always kept liis eyebrows raised, as if e\'erything were 
new to him ; they had almost grown into that position. 
In front of him stood a mug of beer in a large pool, for he 
drank constantly and spilt some every time. ,, 

Fair Maria was washing up, and looked ig every now 
and then to see if Pelle were finished. When he licked his 
horn spoon clean and threw it into the drawer, she came 
in ivith something on a plate: they had had roast loin of 
pork for dinner upstairs. 

“ Here’s a little taste for you,” she said. " I expect 
you’re still hungry. What’ll you give me for it ? ” She 
kept the plate in her hand, and looked at him with a 
coaxing smile. 

Pelle was still very hungry—ravenous; and he looked 
at the titbit until,his mouth watered. Then he dutifully 
put up his lips, and Maria kissed him. She glanced 
involuntarily at Erik, and a gleam of something passed 
over, his foolish face, like a faint reminiscence, 

; " there sits that great gaby making a mess I ” she said, 
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scolding as she seized the beer-mug from Mm, held it under 
the edge of the table, and with her hand swept the spilt 
beer into it. 

Pollc set to work upon the pork without troubling about 
anytMiig eke; but when she had gone out, he carefully 
spat down between his legs, and went through a small 
cleansing operation with the sleeve of his blouse. 

When he was finished he went into the stable and 
cleaned out the mangers, while Lasse curried the cows ; 
it was all to look nice for Sunday. While they worked, 
Pelle gave a full account of the day’s happenings, and 
repeated all that the parson had said. Lasse listened 
attentively, with occasional little exclamations. " Think of 
that! ” “Well, I never ! ’’ “ So David was a buck like 
that, and yet he walked in the sight of God all the sanie ! 
Well, God’s long-suffering is great—there’s no mistake 
about that! ’’ 

There was a knock at the outer door. It was one of 
Kalle’s cMRiren with the message that grandmother would 
like to bid ttiem good-bye before she passed away. 

“Then slie can’t have long to live,” exclaimed Lasse. 
“ It’ll be a great loss to them all, so happy as they’ve been 
together. But there’ll be a'little more food for the others, 
of course.” 

They agreed to wait until they were quite finished, 
and then steal away ; for if they asked to be let off early, 
they would not be likely to get leave for the funeral. 
“ And that’ll be a day’s feasting, with plenty of food and 
drink, if I know anything of Brother Kalle ! " said Lasse. 

When they had finished their w 8 rk and had their 
supper, they stole out through the outside door into the 
field. Lasse had heaped up the quilt, and put an old 
woolly cap just sticking out at the pillow-end ; ima hurry 
it could easily be mistaken for the hair of a sfeeper, if 
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any one came to see. Wlien they had got a Htttfr way," 
Lasse had to go'liack once more to take ‘precautions agairrst 
fire. 

It Was snowing gently and silently, and the ground 
was frozen so that they could go straight on ovaaevCrything. 
Now that liiey- knew the way, it seemed no distance at 
all: and' befSte they knew where they were, the fi^ds came 
to an end and the rock began. 

There was a light in the cottage. Kalle was-sitting 
up waiting for them.. “ Grandmother hasn’t long to live,” 
n^e said, more seriously than Lasse ever remembered to 
have heard him speak before. 

Kalle opened the door to grandmother's room, an^ 
.whispered something, to which his wife answered softly out 
of the dafkness. 

” Oh, I’m awake,” said the old woman, in a slow 
monotonous voice. . “ You can speak out, for I am awake.” 

Lasse and Pelle took off their leather shoes and went 
in in. their stockings. " Good evening, graridmother ! ” 
they both said solemnly, ” and the peace of _Ood ! ” Lasse 
added. 

" Well, here I am,” said the old woman, feebly patting 
the quilt. She had big woollen gloves on. “ I took the 
hberty of sending for you for I haven’t long to live now. 
How are things going on in the parish ? Have there been 
any deatfi? ? ’', 

“ No, not that I know of," answered Lasse. “ But you 
look so vvell, grandmother, so fat and rosy! Wc shall see 
you going about again in two or three days.” 

• • ” Oh, I dare say 1 ” said the old woman, smiling indul¬ 
gently. “ I suppose I look like a young bride after her 
first baby, eh ? But thank you for coming ; it’s as if you 
belop^d to me. Well, now I’ve been sent for, and I shall 
^jparVhi'peace. * I’ve had a'good time in this world, and 
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•liavenH anything to complain of. I had a good husband 
and a good daughter, not forgetting Kalle there. And I 
got my sight back, so that I saw the world once more.” 

But you only saw it with one eye, like the birds, 
grandmother,” said Kalle. trying to laugh.. • 

“ Yes, yes, but that was quite good enough ; there was 
so much that was new since I lost my siglrt. The wood 
had- grerwn bigger, and a whole family had grown up 
without my quite kno^'ang i 1 . Ah yes, it has been good to 
live in my old age and have them all about me—Kalle 
and Maria and the children. And all of my own age haye 
gone before me; it’s been nice to see what became of' 
them all." 

“ How old are you now, grandmother ? ” asked Lasse. 

“ Kalle has looked it up in the church-book, and from 
that I ought to be almost eighty ; but that can scarcely 
be right.” 

“ Yes, it’s right enough,” said Kalle, " for the parson 
looked it iip for me himself.” 

“ Well, »'el], then the time’s gone quickly, and I shouldn’t 
at all mind living a little longer, if it was God’s will. But 
the grave’s giving warning; I noGc( it in my ej'elids.” 
The old woman had a little difficulty in breathing, but 
kept on talking. 

“ You’re talking fai too much, mother ! ” said Maria, 

“ Yes, you ought to be resting and sleeping, ’^aid Lasse. 
“ Hadn’t we better say good-bye to you ? ” 

' No, I really must talk, for it’ll be the last time I see 
you, and I shall have plenty of time to rest. My eyes are 
so light, thank God, and I don’t feel the least bit sleepy.” 

“ Grandmother hasn’t slept for a whole week, I think,* 
said Kalle, doubtfully. 

“ And why should I sleep away the last of the time I 
shall have here, when I shall get plenty of tin)«^Jtor t^t 
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afterwards. At night arliei). you others are asleep, I lie 
and listen to your breatliihg, and fee! glad that you’re 
all so well. Or I look at the heather-broom, and think of 
Anders and all the fun we had together.” 

She lay silent for a little while, getting her bjeath, while 
she gazed at a withered bunch of heather hanging from a 
beam. 

“ He gathered that for me the first time we lay in-the 
flowering heather.. He was so uncommonly fond of the 
heather, was Anders, and every year when it flowered, he 
took me out of my bed and carried me out there—every 
year until he was called away. I was always as new for 
him as on the first day', and so happiness and joy took up 
their abode in my heart.” 

“ Now, mother, you ought to be quiet and not talk so 
much! ” said Maria" smoothing the old woman’s pillow. 
But she would not be silenced, though her thoughts shifted 
a little. 

“ Yes, my teeth were hard to get and ha#d to lose, 
and I brought my children into the world with pain, and 
laid them in the grave with sorrow, one after another. But 
except for that I’ve never been ill, and I’ve had a good 
husband. He had an eye for God’s creations, and we got 
up with the birds every summer morning, and went out 
on to the heath and saw' the sun rise out of the sea before 
W'e set aiout our day’s work.” 

The old w'oman’s slow voice died aw'ay, and it was as 
though a song ceased to sound in their ears. They sat 
up and sighed. “ Ah, 3’es,” said Lasse, “ the voice of 
meiiiory is pleasant] ” 

“What about you, Lasse?” said the old woman 
suddenly. “ I hear you’re looking about for a w'ife 1 ” 

“ Am I ? ” exclaimed Lasse in alarm. Pelle saw' Kalle 
w'ink al Mstfia, so they knew about it too. 
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“ Aren’t you soon coming to show us your sweetheart ? ” 
asked Kalle. “ I hear it’s a good match.” 

“ 1 don’t in the least Imow what you’re talking about,” 
said Easse, quite confused. 

“ Well, .well, you might do worse than that 1 ” said 
the grandmother. ‘‘ She’s good enough—from what I 
know. *5 hope you’ll suit one another like Anders and me. 
It was a happy time—the days when we went about and 
each did our best, and the nights when the wind blew. It 
was good then to be two to keep one anotlicr warm.” 

“ You’ve been very happy in everything, giandmother,” 
exclaimed Lasse. 

“ Yes, and I’m departing in peace and can lie quiet in 
my grave. I’ve not been treated unfairly in any way, and 
I’ve got notliing to haunt any one for. If only Kalle takes 
care to have me carried out feet fust, I don’t expect I shall 
trouble you.” 

“ Just you come and visit us now and then if you like I 
We shan’t*be afraid to welcome you, for we've been so 
happy togetJier here,” said Kalle. 

“ No, you never know what 5mur nature may be in 
the next life. You must promise to have me carried out 
feet first! I don’t want to disturb 3mur night’s rest, so 
hard as you two have to work all day. And besides you’ve 
had to put up with me long enough, and it’ll be nice for 
jmu to be by yourselves for once; and there’ll be a bit 
more for you to eat after this.” 

Maria began to cry. 

“ Now look here! ” exclaimed Kalle, testily. “ I won’t 
liear any more of that nonsense, for mine of us have hacE 
to go short because of you.' If you aren’t good, I shall give 
a big party after j’ou, for joy that jou’re gone ! ” 

“ No, you won’t! ” said the old woman quite sharply. 
' ‘ I won’t hear of a three days’ wake ! Promise me now. 
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Maria, that you won’t go .aFttd ruin yourselves to maje^ a 
fuss over a poor old son! lik* me ! Bn^yoii must ask the 
nearest neighbours in in the afternoon, with Lasse and 
Pclle, of course. And if you ask Hans Henrik, perhaps he’d 
bring his concertina with him, and you could li^ve a dance 
in the barn.” 

Kallc scratclied the br^ck of his head. “ Then^fang it, 
you must wait until I’ve finished threshing, for I oan’t 
clear the floor now. Couldn't "'c borrow Jens Kure’s 
horse, and take a little drir’o over the heath in (he 
afternoon ? ” 

“ You might do that too, but the children are to have 
a share in whatever you settle to do. It’ll be a oomfort 
to think they’ll have a happy day out of it, for they don’t 
have too many holidays ; and thcre.’s money for it, you 
know.” 

“ Yes, would you believe it, Lasse—grandmother’s got 
together fifty-kroncs that none of us knew anything about, 
to go towards her funeral-party ! ” 

“ I’ve been putting by for it for twenty».years now 
for I’d like to leave the world in a decent way, and without 
pulling the clothes off my relations’ backs. My grave- 
clothes are all ready too, for I’ve got my wedding chemise 
lying by. It’s only been used once, and more than that 
and my cap I don’t want to have on.” 

“Bui that’s so little,” objected.Maria. “Whatever 
will the neighLjurs say if we don’t dress you properly ? ” 

“ I don t care ! ” answered the old woman decidedly. 
“ That’s how Anders liked me best, and it’s all I’ve worn 
in bed these sixty, years. So there 1 ” And slie turned 
her head to the wall. 

“ You shall have it all just-as you like, mother ! ” said 
.Maria. 

Thp old \yoman turngd round again, and felt for her 
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daughter’s' hand on tire quilt. ■" Arid j^ou must make 
rather a soft piltow for my old head, lor it’s beemne so 
difficult to find rest for it.” 

" We can take one of the babies’ pillows and cover it 
with whited’ said Maria. 

‘‘ Thank you! And then I think you should send to 
Jacob Kristian’s for the carpenter to-moiroW'—he’s some¬ 
where about anyliow— and lei him measure me for the 
ct)ffin ; then I could have my say as to what it’s to be like. 
Kalle’s so tree with his money.” 

The old woman closed her eyes. She had tired herself 
out after all. 

“ Now 1 think well creep out into the other room, and 
let her be quiet,” whispered Kalle, getting up ; but at 
that she opened her -yes. 

“ Are you going already ? ” she asked. 

" We tliought you were asleep, grandmother,” said 
Lasse. 

” No, T don’t suppose I shall sleep any more in this 
life'; my eyts are so light; so light. Well, good-bye to you, 
Lasse and Pelle ! May you be very, very happy, as happy 
as I’ve been. Maria was the only one death spared, but 
she’s been a good daughter to me ; and Kalle’s been as 
good and kind to me as if I’d been his sweetheart. I had 
a good husband too, who chopped fire'vood for me on 
Sundays, and got up in the night to look after the babies 
when I was lying-in. We were really well on—lead weights 
in the clock and plenty of firing; and he promised me a 
trip to Copenhagen. I churned my first butter in a bottle’, 
for we had no churn to begin with ; and I had to break 
the bottle to get it out, and then he laughed, for he always 
laughed when I did anything wrong. And how glad he 
was when each baby was born 1 Many a morning did he 
wake me up and we went out w see the sun come op out 
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of tlie sea. ‘ Come and see, Anna,’ he would say, ‘ the 
heather’s come into bloom in the iiight.’ But it was only 
the sun that shed its red over it! It was more than two 
miles to oui* jrearest neighbour, fSit-he didn’t care for 
anything as long^ as 'he had me'.'‘'Hc found tis greatest 
pleasures in me, pobf as I was ; -and the animals were fond 
of me too. Everything went well with us on the ^ole.” 

She lay moving her head from side to side, afid-the 
tears were running down her cheeks. She no longer had 
difficulty in breathing, and one thing recalled another, and 
fell easily in one long tone from her lips. She probably 
did not now know what she was saying, but could not stop 
talking. She began at the beginning and repealed the 
words, evenly and monotonously, like one wlio is carried 
away and viust talk. 

“ Mother 1 ” said Maria, an.Kiously, putting her hands 
on her mother’s shaking head. “ Recollect yourself, 
mother! ” 

The old woman stopped and looked at her wtinderingly. 
“ Ah yes,” she said. “ Memories came uponsne so fast! 
I almost think I could sleep a little now.” 

Lasse rose and went up to the bed. “ Good-bye, grand¬ 
mother 1 ” he said, “ and a pleasant journey in case wi‘ 
shouldn’t meet again ! ” Pelle followed him and repeated 
the words. The old woman looked at them inquiringly, 
but did not move. Then Lasse gently look her hand, and 
then Pelle, and they stole out into the other room. 

“ H«r flame’s burning clear to the end! ” said Lasse, 
when the door was shut. Pelle noticed how freely their 
voices rang again. 

“Yes, she’ll be herself to the very end; there's been 
extra good timber in her. Tlie people about here don’t 
like our not having the doctor to her. What do you think ? 
Shall we go to the expense ? ” 
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" 1 don’t suppose there's anything more tlie matter 
with her than that? she ean’l live any longer,” said Lasse, 
thoughtfully. 

“ No, and she IxerseU won’t hear of it. If ke could only 
keep life in her a little while longer ! ” 

” Yes, tunes arc hardl ’’' said Lasse", and went round 
to look •at the children. They were all asleep, and the 
room seemed heavy with their breathing. “ The dock’s 
getting much smaller.” 

“Yes, one or two fly away from the nest pretty well 
every year,” answered Kallc, “ and now I suppose we 
shan’t have any more. It’s an unfortunate figure we’ve 
stopped at—a horrid figure ; but Maria’s become deaf In 
that ear, and I can’t do anything alone.” Kalle had got 
back his roguish look^ 

“ I’m sure we can do very well with what we’ve got,” 
said Maria. “ When we take Anna’s too, it makes 
fourteen.” 

“ Oh y«&, count the others, too, and you’ll get off all 
the easier I said Kalle teasingly, 

Lasse was looking at Anna’s child, which lay side by 
side w'ith Kalle’s thirteenth. “ She looks healthier tlian 
her aunt,” he said. “ You’d scarcely think they w'ere the 
same age. She’s just as red as the other’s pale.” 

“ Yes, there is a difference,” Kallc admitted, looking 
affectionately at the children. “ It must be that Anna’s 
has come from young people, while our blood’s beginning 
to get old. And then the ones that come the y\TOBg side 
of the blanket always thrive best—like our Albert, for 
instance. He carries himself quite differently from the 
others. Did you know, by-the-by, that he’s to get a ship 
of his own next spring ? ” 

“ No, surely not! Is he really going to be a captain ? ” 
said Lasse in the utmost astonishment. 
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“It’s Kongstrup tiuct’s at. the back ol .thal-r-lhat’s 
between ourselves oI course ! ” 

“Itofis the father ot Anaa’fe child still pay what he’s 
bound to ? Lasse.. 

“ Yes, he’s lionest enough! Wc get five krones a 
month for having the child, and that's a good help towards 
expenses.’’ ., • 

Jlaria had placed a dram, bread and a saucer of-dripping 
on the table, and invited theiii to take their places at it. 

“ You’re holding nut a long time at Stone Farm,” said 
Kallc when they were seated. ” Arc you going to stay 
there all your life ? ” he asked with a mischievous wink. 

‘‘ It’s not such a simple matter to strike out into the 
deep! ” said Lasse, evasivelyn 

“ Oh, we shall soon be hearing ttews from you, shan't 
wc ? ” asked Maria. 

Lasse did not answer ; he w'as struggling with a crust. 

- • ” Oh, but do cut off the crust if it’s too much for your 
teeth 1 ” said Maria. Every now and then shQ*listened at 
' her mother’s door. ” She’s dropped off afte%,all, poor old 
soul! ” she said. 

Kalle pretended to discover the bottle for the first time. 
‘‘ What! Why we’ve got gin on the table too, and not 
one of us has smelt it! ” he exclaimed, and filled their 
glasses for the third time. Then Maria corked the bottle. 
” Do you even grudge us our food ? ” he said, making 
great'eyes at her—what a rogue he w'as! And Maria stared 
at-him with eyes that were just as big, and said: “ Yah ! 
you want to fight, do you ? ” It quite warmed Lasse’s 
heart to see theinsiiappiness. 

How's the farmer at Stone Farm ? I suppose he’s 
got over the worst now, hasn’t he ? ” said Kalle. 

“ Well, I think he’s as much a man as he’ll ever be. 
A thing like that leaves its mark upon any one,” answered 
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Lasse. Maria was smiling, and as soon as they looked at 
het; she looked awky. 

‘ Yes, you may grin ! ” said Lassp ; “ but I think it’s 
sad! ’’ Upon had to gaout’inttrthc kitchen 

(0 have hei^laugh out 

“ That’s what all the women do at the mere mention 
of his njftne,” said Kallc.- “ It’s a sad change. To-day red, 
to-morrow dead. Well;sile s got her own way in one thing, 
and that is that she keeps him to herself—^in a way. But 
to tiiink that he can live with her after that! ” 

“ They seem fonder ol one another than they ever w'ere 
before ; he can’t do without her for a single miirute. But 
of course he wouldn’t find any one else to love Irirn now. 
What queer sort ol dcvrlment love is! But we rnusj^ 
see about getting hoijrc.” 

“Well, I’ll send you word when she’s to be buried,’’ 
said Kalle when they got outsrdc the house. • 

“ Yes, do! And if you should be in want of a ten- 
krone noterfor the funeral, let me know. Good-bye tlrenI’* 
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Grandmother s funeral was still like a blight light behind 
everything that one thought and did. It was like certain 
kinds of food, that leave a pleasant taste in the mouth 
long after they have been eaten and done with. Kallc had 
certainly done everything to make it a festive day ; there 
was an abundance of good things to cat and drink, and 
no end to his comical tricks. And sly dog that he was, he 
had found an excuse ft.>r asking Madam Olsen ; it \yas 
really a nice way of making the relation a legitimate one. 

It gave Lasse and Pellc enough to talk about for a whole 
month, and after the subject was quite talked ^t and laid 
on one side for other things, it remained in the background 
as a sense of well-being of which no one quite kneiv the 
origin. 

But now spring was advancing, and with it came 
troubles—not the daily trifles that could be bad enough, 
but great troubles that darkened everything, even when 
one was not thinking about them. Pelle ^ea5 to be confirmed 
at Easter, and Lasse was at his wits’ end to know how he 
was going to get him all that he would need—new clothes, 
new cap, new shoes ! The boy often spoke about it; he 
must have been ^raid of being put to shame before thc 
others that day in church, 

“ It'll be all right,” said Lasse, but he himself saw no 
way at all out of the difficulty. At all the farms where 
the good old customs prevailed, the master and mistress 
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provided it all; but here everything was so confoundedly 
new-fangled, with ‘prompt payments that slipped away 
between one’s fingers. A hundred krones a year in wages 
seemed a tremendous amount when one thought of it all in 
one ; but you only got them gradr^y, a few ores at a time, 
without your being able to put your •finger anywhere and 
say : Y»u got a good round sum there 1 “ Yes, yes, it’ll 

be all right! ” said Lasse aloud, when he had got himself 
entangled in absurd speculations; and Pelle had to be 
satisfied with this. There was only one way out of the 
difficulty—to borrow the money from Madam Olsen ; and 
that Lasse would have to come to in the end, loth as he 
was to do it. But Pelle must not know anything about it. 

Lasse refrained as long as he possibly could, hoping 
that something or otlijgr would turn up to free him from the 
necessity of so disgraceful a proceeding as borrowing from 
his sweetheart. But nothing happened, and time was 
passing. One morning he cut the matter short; Pelle 
was just setting out for school. “ Will you run in to 
Madam Olseji’s and give her this ? ” he said, handing the 
boy a packet. “ It’s something she’s promised to mend 
for us.” Inside, on the paper, was the large cross that 
announced Lasse’s coming in the evening. 

From the hills Pelle saw that the ice had broken up in 
the night. It had filled the bay for nearly a month with 
a rough, compact mass, upon which you could play about 
as safely as on dry land. This was a new side of the sea, 
and Pelle had carefully felt his way fonvard with the tips 
of his wooden shoes, to the great amusement of the others. 
Afterwards he learned to walk about* freely on the ice 
without constantly shivering at the thought that the great 
fish of the sea were going about just under his wooden 
shoes, and perhaps were only waiting for him to drop 
through. Every day he went cut to the high rampart of 
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pack-icc that formed the boundary about a mile out, 
where the open water moved round in %e sunshine like a 
green eye. . He.went out because, he would do wliat the 
others did, but he never felt sale on the sea. 

Now it was all broken up, and the bay was full of 
heaving ice-floes that rubbed against one another with a 
crackhng sound; and the pieces farthest out, carrying bits 
of the rampart, were alreadj' on their way out to soa.. Pellc 
had performed many exploits out there, but was really quite 
pleased that it was now' packing up and taking its departure, 
so that it would once more be no crime to stay on dry 
land. 

Old Fris w'as sitting in his place. He never left it now 
during a lesson, however badly things might go (’own in 
the class, but contented Iiimself wit^ beating on the desk 
with his cane. He was little more than a shadow of his 
former self, his head W'as alwaj's shaking, and his hand.s 
were often incapable of grasping an object. He still 
brought the newspaper with him, and opened it^out at the 
beginning of the lesson, but he did not read, {jte would fall 
into a dream, sitting bolt upright, with his hands on the 
desk and his back against the wall. At such times the 
children could be as noisy as they liked, and he did not 
move; only a slight change in the expression of his eyes 
showed that he was alive at all. 

It was quieter in school now. It w'as not w'orth w'hilc 
teasing the mastei, for he scarcely noticed it, and so the 
fun lost most of its attiaction. A kind of court of justice 
had gradually formed among the bigger boys ; they deter¬ 
mined the order pf the school-lessons, and disobedience 
and disputes as to authority were respectively punished and 
settled in the playground—with fists and tips of wooden 
shoes. The instruction was given as before, by the cleverer 
scholars teaching what they knew to the others; there 
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was rather more arithmetic and reading than in Fris’s time, 
but on the other Imnd the hymns suffered. - 

It still sometimes happened that Fris woke up and 
inteffercd in the instruction. “ Hymns! ” he would cry 
in his fccblg voice, and strike the desk from habit; and the 
children would put aside what they were doing to please 
the old* man, and begin repeating some hymn or other, 
taking their revenge by going tlirough one verse over and 
over again for a whole hour. It was the only real trick 
they played the old man, and the joke was all on their 
side, for Fris noticed nothing. 

Fris had so often talked of resigning liis post, but now 
he did not even think of that. He shuffled to and from 
school at the regular times, probably without even knowing 
he did it. The aufioritios really had not the heart to 
dismiss him. Except in the hymns, which came off with 
rather short measure, there was nothing to say against 
Irim as teacher; for no one had ever yet left liis school 
without b«ing able both to write his name and to read a 
printed boak—^if it were in the old type. The new- 
fasliioned printing with Latin letters Fris did not teach, 
although he had studied Latin in his youth. 

Fris liimsclf probably did not feel the change, for he 
had ceased to feel both for liimsclf and for others. None 
now brought their human sorrows to him, and found 
comfort in a sympathetic mind; his mind was not there 
to consult. It floated outside Mm, half detached as it were, 
hke a bird that is unwilling to leave its old nest to set out 
on a flight to the unknown. It must have been the fluttering 
mind that Ms eyes were always following when they duUy 
gazed about into vacancy. But the young men who came 
home to winter in the village, and went to Fris as to an 
old friend, felt the change. For them there was now an 
empty place at home; they missed the old growler, who. 
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.though iic hafctj^.thcm all in the lump at school, loved thetTl 
all afterwards, .and was always ready Vith-his ridiculous 
" He. \vas'«By. best, boy ! ” about each and all of them, 
good and bad alike. 

The children took their playtime early and^rushed out 
before Pellc had given the signal; and Fris trotted off as 
usual into the- village, where he would be ab*:nl the 
customary two hours. The girls gathered in a flock .to eat 
their dinners, and the boys dashed about the playground, 
like birds let loose from a cage. 

Pclle was‘quite angry at the insubordination, and 
pondered over a way of making himself respected ; for 
to-day he had had the other big bo3s against him. Ho 
dashed over the playground like a circling gull, liis body 
inclined and his arms, stretched out *likc a pair of wings. 
Most of them made rbom for him, and those who <ffd not 
move wllingly were made to do so. His position was 
threatened, and he kept moving incessantly, as if to kccj> 
the question undecided until a possibility «f striking ■ 
presented itself. 

Tills went on for some time; he knocked some over 
and hit out at others in his flight, wliilc his offended sense 
of power grew. He wanted to make enemies of them all. 
They began to gather up by the gymnastic ajiparatus, and 
suddenly he had the rvhole pack upon him. He tried to 
rise and shake them off, flinging them hither and tliithcr, 
but all in vain ; down through the heap came their remorse¬ 
less knuckles and made him grin with pain. He worked 
away indefatigably but without effect until he lost patience 
and resorted to Jess scrupulous tactics—thrusting Iris 
fingers into eyes, or attacking noses, windpipes, and any 
vulnerable part he could get at. That thinned them out, 
and he was able to rise and fling a last little fellow across 
the playground. 
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Pclle was we]l^ bruised and quite out of breath, but 
contented. They all stood by gaping,-and let him brush 
liimself down ; lie was the victor. He- went ateross to the 
girls with liis torn blouse, arid they put it together with pins 
and gaye him sweets ; anSi in return he fastened two of 
them together by their plaits, and they screamed and let 
him pull them about without being cross; it was all just 
as it Sliould be. 

But he was not quite secure after his victory. He could 
Hot, like Henry Bbdker in his time, walk right through the 
whole flock with his hands in his pockets directly after a 
battle, and look as if they did not exist. He had to keep 
stealing glances at them wliile he strolled down to the 
beach, and tried with all his might to control liis breathing ; 
for qext to crying, to be out of breath was the greatest 
disgiacc that could happen to you. ' 

Pclle walked along the beach, regretting that he had not 
leaped upon them again at once while the flush of victory 
was still ifpon him: it was too late now. If he had, it 
might perhaps have been said of him too that he could 
lick all the rest of the class together; and now he must 
be content with being the strongest boy in the school. 

A wild war-whoop from the school made him start. 
The whole swarm of boys was coming round the end of the 
house with sticks and pieces of wood in their hands. Pelle 
knew what was at stake if he gave way, and therefore 
forced liimself to stand cjuietly wailing although his legs 
twitched. But suddenly they made a wild rush at him, 
and with a spring he turned to fly. There lay the sea 
barring his way, closely packed with htfaving ice. He ran 
out on to an ice-floe, leaped from it to the next, which was 
not large enough to bear him—had to go on. 

The idea of flight possessed him and made the fear of 
what lay behind overpoweringly great. The lumps of ice 
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gave way beneath him, and he had to ^ap from piece to 
piece; his feet moved as fast as fingers over the notes of 
a piano. He just noticed enough to take the direction 
towards the harbour breakwater. Tlie otliers stood gaping 
on the beach wliile Pclle danced upon the wgter like a 
stone making ducks and drakes. The pieces of ice bobbed 
under as soon as lie touched them, or turned up oft edge ; 
but Pelle came and slid by with a touch, flung himseH to 
one side with lightning rapidit3’, and changed liis aim in 
the middle of a leap like a cat. It was like a dance on 
red-hot iron, so quickly did ho pick uj) his feet, and spring 
from one place to another. The water siiurlcd up from 
the pieces of ice as he touched them, and behind him 
stretched a crooked track of disturbed ice and water right 
back to the place where the bo5's sloud«nd held their breath. 
There was nobodj’ like Pelle, not one of them could do what 
he had done there! When with a final leap he threw 
liimself upon the breakwater, they cheered him. Pelle 
had triumphed in his flight! 

He lay upon the breakwater, exhausted and gasping 
for breath, and gazed without interest at a brig that had 
cast anchor off the village. A boat was rowing in—perhaps 
with a sick man to be put in quarantine. The weather¬ 
beaten look of the vessel told of her having been out on 
:a winter voyage, in ice and heavy seas. 

■ Fishermen came down from the cottages and strolled 
out to the place where the boat would come in, and all 
the school-children followed. In the stern of the boat 
sat an elderly, weatherbeaten man with a fringe of beard 
round his face; he was dressed in blue, and in front of 
him stood a sea-chest. " Why, it’s Boatswain Olsen ! ” 
Pelle heard one fisherman say. Then the man stepped 
ashore, and shook hands with them all; and the fisherman 
and the school-cliildren closed round him in a dense circle. 
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Pellc made his way up, creeping along behind boats 
and sheds; and as soon as he was hidden by the school¬ 
building, he set off running straight across the fields to 
Stone Farm. His vexation burnt liis throat, and a feeling 
of shame made him keep far away from houses and people. 
The parcel that he had had no opportunity of dehvering 
in the morning was like a clear proof to everybody of his 
shainc, -and he threw it into a marl-pit as he ran. 

He would not go tlirough the farm, but thundered on 
the outside door to the stable. “ Have you come home 
already ? ” exclaimed Lasse, pleased. 

“ Now—now Madam Olsen’s husband’s come home ! ” 
panted Pelle, and went past his father without looking 
at him. 

To Lasse it was, as if the world had burst, and the 
falling fragments were piercing into ins flesh. Everything 
was failing him. He moved about trembling and unable 
to grasp anything; he could not talk, everything in him 
seemed t« have come to a standstill. He had picked up 
a piece of rfope, and was going backwards and forwards, 
backwards and forwards, looking up. 

Then Pelle went up to him. “ What are you going to 
do with that ? ” he asked harshly. 

Lasse let the rope fall from his hand and began to com¬ 
plain of the sadness and poverty of existence. One feather 
fell off here, and another there, until at last you stood 
trampling in the mud like a featherless bird—old and 
worn-out and robbed of every hope of a happy old age. 
He went on complaining in this way in an undertone, and 
it eased him. 

Pelle made no response. He only thought of the wrong 
and the shame that had come upon them, and found no 
relief. 

Next morning he took his dinner and went off as usual. 
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but Vi-lien he was half-way to schooldown urKlcr a 
thorn. There he lay, fuming and hall-fro’zen, until it was 
about the time when school wviuJd he aver, when he went 
home, TliiS he did for several days. Towards his father 
he was silent, almost angry. Lasse went abautjameuting, 
and Pelle had enough with his own trouble ; each moved 
in his own world, and there was no bridge between ; 
neither of them had a kind word to say to the other. * . 

But one day when Pelle came, stealing home in this 
way, Lasse received him with a radiant face and weak 
knees. ‘‘.What on earth’s the good of fretting ? ” he said, 
screwing up his face and turning his blinking eyes upon 
Pelle—for the first time since the bad news had come. 
‘■‘’Look here at the new sweetheart I’ve found ! Kiss her, 
laddie ! " And Lasse drew from the straw a bottle of gin, 
and held it out towards him. 

Pelle pushed it angrily from him. 

“ Oh, you’re too grand, arc you ? ” exclaimed Lasse. 
“ Well, well, it would be a sin and a shame to vmste good 
things upon you.” He put the bottle to his lipe and threw 
back his head. 

‘‘ Father, you shan’t do that! ” exclaimed Pelle, burst¬ 
ing into tears and shaking his father’s arm so that the 
liquid splashed out. 

, ‘‘ Ho-ho ! ” said Lasse in astonishment, wiping his mouth 
with the back of his hand. “ She’s uncommonly lively, 
ho-ho ! ” He grasped the bottle with both hands and held 
it firmly, as if it had tried to get away from him. ‘‘ So 
you’re obstreperous, are you ? ” Then his eye fell upon 
Pelle. “ And you’rq crying ! Has any one hurt you ? 
Don’t you know that your father’s called Lasse—Lasse 
Karlsson from Kungstorp ? You needn’t be afraid, for 
Lasse’s here, and he’ll make the whole world answer for it.” 

Pelle saw that his father was quickly becoming more 
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lud(JIecl, and ough'i^ be pul to bed for fear some one 
shoufd come and* find him lying there. “ Come now, 
father ! ” lie begged. 

“ Yes, I’ll go now. I’ll make him pay for it, if it’s 
old lieelzejiub himself! You needn’t cry ! ” Lasse was 
making for the yard. 

Pelte stood in front of him. “ Now you must come 
with me, fatlier! There’s no one to make pay for any¬ 
thing.” 

‘‘ Isn’t there ? And yet you’re crying! But the 
farmer shall answer to me lor all these years. Yes,’ my fine 
landed gentleman, with your nose turned up at everyone! ” 

Tins made Pclle afraid. “ But father, father! ” he 
cried. ” Don’t go up there ! He’ll be in such a rage, 
lie’ll turn us out! • Remember you’re drunk ! ” 

‘‘ Yes, of course I’m drunk, but there’s no harm in 
me.” He stood fumbling with the hook that fastened the 
lower half of the door. 

It waswrong to lay a hand upon one’s own father, but 
now Pellc was compelled to set aside all such scruples. 
He took a firm hold of the old man’s collar. “ Now you 
corne with me 1 ” he said, and drew him along towards 
their room. 

Lasse laughed and hiccupped and struggled; 
clutched hold of everything that he could lay hands on-—, 
the posts and the animals’ tails—wliile Pelle dragged him 
along. He had hold of him behind, and was half carrying 
him. In the doorway they stuck fast, as the old man 
held on with both hands ; and P(‘lle had to leave go of 
him and knock his arms away so that he fell, and then 
drag him along and on to the bed. 

Lasse laughed foolishly all the time as if it were a game. 
Once or twice when Pelle’s back was turned, he tried to 
get up; his eyes had almost disappeared, but there was 
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a cunning expression about his mojkUi^apd he was like 
a naughty child. Suddenly he fell bacMl' a heavy sleep. 

The next day was a school holiday, so there was no 
need for Pclle to hide himself. Lasse was ashamed and 
crept about with an air of humility. He must have had 
quite a clear idea of what had happened 'the clay before, 
fnr suddenly ho touched Pclle's arm. “ You’re likc«Noah's 
giiod son, that covered up his father’s shame ! ” hc-said-; 
“ but Lasse’s a beast. It’s been a hard blow to m«. 
as you may well believe ! But I know quite well tnai 
it doesn't mend matters to drink oneself silly. It’s a 
badlv buried trouble that one has to lay with gin , and 
what’s hidden in the snow comes up in the thaw, a^ the 
saying is.” 

Pelle made no answer. 

"How do people take it? ’’ asked Lasso cautiously. 
He had now got so far as to have a thought lor the shamelul 
side of the matter. “ I don’t tliink they know about it 
yet here on the farm, but what do they say outside ? ” 

" How should I know ? ” answered Pelle, iulkily. 

“ Then you’ve heard nothing ? ” 

" Do you suppose I’ll go to sch<»ol to be jeered at by 
them all ? ” Pelle was almost crying again. 

" Tlien you’ve been wandering abcjut and let 3’our 
father believe tliat you’d gone to school ? That wasn’t 
light of you, but I won’t find fault with you, considering 
all the disgrace I’ve brought upon j'ou. Hut suppose jam 
get into tiouble for playing truant even if you don’t 
deserve it ? Misfortunes go hand in hand, and evils 
multiply like lice in a fur coat. We must think what 
we're about, we two ; we mustn’t let things go all to 
pieces ! ” 

Lasse w’alked quickly into their room and returned with 
the bottle, took out the cork and let the gin run slowly 
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out into the guttfi^,, Pelle looked vvonderingly at him. 
“ God forgive mP for abusing his gifts! ” said Lasse; 
“ but it’s a bad tempter to have at hand \\hcn you’ve a 
sore heart. And now if I give you my word that you 
shall nevet again see me as I was yesterday, von’t you 
have a try at school again to-morrow, and try and get over 
it gradflally ? We might get into trouble with the magis¬ 
trate liihiselt, if you keep on staying away ; for there’s a 
Ifcavy punishment for that sort of thing in this country.” 

Pelle promised and kept his woid ; but he was prepared 
for the vvorst, and secretly slipped a knuckle-duster into his 
pocket that Enk had used m his palmy days when he went 
to open-air fetes and other places wdierc one had to strike 
a blow for one’s girl. It w'as not required, how'ever, for 
the boys were entirely taken up with a ship that had had 
to be run aground to prevent her sinking, and now lay 
discharging her cargo of wheat into the boats of the village. 
The wncat already lay in the harbour in great piles, wet 
and sw’olltn with the salt vvater. 

And a iew days later, when this had become stale, 
something happened which put a stop for ever to Pelle’s 
school attendance. The children were busy at arithmetic, 
chattering and clattering with their slates, and Fris was 
sitting as usual in his place, with his head against the wall 
and his hands resting on the desk. His dim eyes were 
somewhere out in space, and not a movement betrayed 
that he was alive. It was his usual position, and he had 
sat thus ever since playtime. 

The children grew restless ; it was nearly time for them 
to go home. A farmer’s son who had. a watch, held it up 
so that Pelle could see it, and said ‘‘ Two ” aloud. They 
noisily put away their slates and began to fight; but Fris, 
who generally awoke at this noise of departure, did not 
stir. Then they tramped out, and in passing, one of the 
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girls out of mischief stroked the * fS||sfer’^; hand. She 
started back in fear. “He’s quit^ ■ cold!’’ she said 
shuddering and drawing back behind the others. 

They stood in a semicircle rcnind the desk, and tried to 
see into Fris’s half-closed eyes; and then Pelje went up 
the two steps and laid his hand upon his master’s shoulder. 
“ We’re going home,’’ he said, in an unnaturaT voice. 
Fris's arm dropped stiffly down from tlie desk, aftd'Pelle 
had to support his body. “ He's dead ! ’’ the words passed 
like a shiver over the children’s lips. 

Fris was dead—dead at his post, as the honest folks 
of the parish expressed it. Pelle had finished liis schooling 
for good, and could breathe freely. 

He helped liis father at home, and they were happy 
together and drew together again no.v that there was no 
tliird person to stand between thc-m. The gibcife from the 
others on the farm were not worth taking notice of ; Lasst; 
had been a long time on the farm, and knew too muc 'i 
about each of them, so that he could hit back. He sunned 
liimself in Pclle’s gentle cliildlike nature, anc^ kept up a 
continual chatter. One thing he was always coming bad: 
to. “ I ought to be glad I had you, for if you hadn’t held 
back that time when I was bent upon moving down to 
Madam Olsen's, we should have been in the wTong box. 
I should think he’d have killed us in his anger. You were 
my good angel as you always have been.’’ 

Lasse’s words had the pleasant effect of caresses oft 
Pelle ; he was happy in it all, and was more of a clxild than 
liis years would have indicated. 

But one Saturday he came home from the parson’s 
altogether changed. He was as slow about everything as 
a dead--herring, and did not go across to his dinner, but 
came straight in through the outer door, and threw liimself 
face downwards upon a bundle of hay. 
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"What’s the n&tter now?" asked Lasse, coming up 
to him. " Has an^ione been unkind to you ? ” 

Pcllc did not answer, but lay plucking at the hay. 
Lasse was going to turn his face up to him, but Pelle buried 
it in the hjiy. " V/on’t you trust your ow’n father ? You 
know I’ve no other wish in the world but for your good ! ’’ 
Lasse’s»voice was sad. 

.“I’m to be turned out of the confirmation-class,” 
Pelle managed to say, and then burrowed into the hay to 
keep back his tears. 

“ Oh no, surely not! ’’ Lasse began to tremble. " What¬ 
ever have you done ? ” 

“ I’ve half killed the parson’s son.” 

“ Oh, that’s about the worst thing you could have done 
—lift your hand ag.einst the parson’s son ! I'm sure he 
must have< deserved it, but—still you shouldn’t have done 
it. Unless he’s accused you of thieving, for no honest 
man need stand that from any one, not even the king 
himself.” 

“ He—h« called you Madam Olsen’s concubin®/'. Pelle 
had some difficulty in getting this out. 

Lasse’s mouth grew hard and he clenched liis fists. 
" Oh, did he! Oh, did he! If I had him here, I’d kick 
his guts but, the young monkey! I hope you gave him 
somctliing he’ll remember for a long time ? ” 

" Oh no, it wasn’t very much, for he wouldn’t stand 
up to me—he threw himself down and screamed. And 
then the parson came ! ’’ 

For a little while Lasse’s face was disfigured with rage, 
and he kept uttering threats. Then die turned to Pelle. 
" And they’ve turned you out ? Only because you stood 
up for your old father! I’m always to bring misfortune 
upon you, though I’m only thinking of your good! But 
what shall we do now ? ’’ 
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" I won’t stay here any longer,” said Pellc, decidedly. 

“ No, let’s got away from here; nothing has ever 
grown on this farm for us two but wormwood. Perhaps 
there arc new, happj’ days waiting for us out there ; and 
there are parsons everywhere. If we two workjiogethcr at 
some good W(>rk out there, we shall earn a peck of money. 
Then one day we’ll go up to a parson, and throw dwvn half 
a hundred krones in front of his face, and it ’u’d be #imny 
if he didn’t confirm jou on the spot—and perhaps let 
himself be kicked into the bargain. Those kind c'f folk 
are very fond of money.” 

Lasse had grown more eiect in his anger, and h id a 
keen look in liis cj’cs. He walked quickly along the 
foddering passage, and threw the things about carelessly, 
for Pellc’s adventurou-s jiioposa! had infected him wilh 
youth. In the intervals of their work, they collected all 
their little things and packed the green chest. “ What a 
surprise it’ll be to-morrow morning when they come here 
and find the nest empty! ” said Pelle, gai]^. Lassc 
chuckled. 

Their plan was to take shelter with Kalle for a day or 
two, while they took a survey of what the world offered. 
When evcrj thing was done in the c-veiiing, they took the 
green chest between them, and stole out through the out¬ 
side dof'r into the field. The chest w.is lu'avy, and the 
daikiKss did not make walking easier. They moved on 
a little way, changi d hands, and rested. “ We’ve got the 
night before us ! ” .-^aid Lasse, theeifully. 

He was quite animated, and while they sat resting upon 
the chest talked ^liout everything that awaited them. 
When he came to a standstill, Pellc began. Neither of 
them Ijad made any distinct plans for their future; they 
simply expected a fairy-story itself with its inconceivable 
surprises. All the definite possibilities that they were 



335 


PELLE THE CONQUEROR 

capable of picturing to themselves fell so far short of that 
which must come, that they left it alone and abandoned 
themselves to what lay beyond their powers of foresight. 

Easse was not sure-footed in the dark, and had more 
and more frequently to put down his burden. He grew 
weary and breathless, and the cheerful words died away upon 
his lipsr " Ah, how heavy it is ! ” he sighed. “ What a lot 
of rubbish you do scrape together in the course of- time ! ” 
Then he sat down upon the chest, quite out of breath. He 
could do no more. " If only we’d had something to pick 
us up a little! ” he said faintly. “ And it’s so dark and 
gloomy to-night.” 

” Help me to get it on to my back,” said Pclle, “ and I’ll 
carry it a little way.” 

Lasse would not *it first, but gave in, and they went 
on again, he running on in front and giving warning of 
ditches and walls. " Suppose Brother Kalle can’t take us 
in ! ” he said suddenly. 

“ He’stfure to be able to. There’s grandmother’s bed ; 
that’s big eqpugh for two.” 

" But suppose we can’t get anything to do, then we 
shall be a burden on him.” 

" Oh, we shall get something to do. There’s a scarcity 
of labourers everywhere.” 

" Yes, they’ll jump at you, but I’m really too old to 
offer myself out.” Lasse had lost all hope, and was 
undermining Pelle’s too. 

" I can’t do any more! ” said Pelle, letting the chest 
down. They stood with arms hanging, and stared into the 
darkness at nothing particular. Lassq showed no desire 
to take hold again, and Pelle was now tired out. "pie 
night lay dark around them, and its all-enveloping, lone¬ 
liness made it seem as if they two were floating alone in 
space. 
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" Well, \vc ought to be getting onj’ exclaimed rdle, 
taking a handle of the chest; but as Lasse did not move, 
he dropped it and sat down. They sal back to back, and 
neither could find the right words to utter, and tlie distance 
between them seemed to increase. Lasse ohivered with the 
night coL " If only we were at home in our good bed ! ” 
he sighed. 

Pelle was almost wishing he had been alone, fop then 
he would have gone on to the end. The old man was just 
as heavy to drag along as the chest. 

" Do you know I tliink I’ll go back again ! ” said Lasso 
at last in a crestfallen tone. " I'm afraid I’m not able in 
tread uncertain paths. And you’ll never be confirmed if 
we go on like this ! Suppose we go back and get Kongstrup 
to put in a good word for us with the parson.” Lasse stood 
and held one handle of the chest. 

Pelle sat on as if he had not hcaid, and then he silently 
took hold, and they toded along on their weary way home¬ 
wards across the fields. Every otlier minulc*Pelle was 
tired and had to rest; now that tiny werc*going home, 
Lasse was the moie enduring. “ 1 tliink I could carry it 
a little way alone, if you’d help me up with it,” he said ; 
but P< lie would not hear of it. 

" Pee-u-ah ! ” sighed Lds.se with pkasuie whin tiny 
once more stood in the warmth of the cow-stable and luard 
the animals breathing in indolent well-being--" it’s com¬ 
fortable here. It’s just hke coming into one’s old home. 
I think 1 should know this .stable again by the air, if they 
ltd me into it blindfold anywhere in the world.” 

And now they.werc home again, Pelle too could not 
help thinking that it i tally was pleasant. 
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On Sunday morning, between watering and midday feed, 
Lasse and Pelle ascended the liigh stone steps. They took 
off their wooden shoes in the passage, and stood and sliook 
themselves outside the door of the office; their grey 
stocking-feet were full of chaff and earth. Lasse raised 
his hand to knock, but drew it back. " Have you wiped 
your nose properly ? ” he asked in a whisper, with a look 
of anxiety on his face. Pelle performed the operation 
once more, and gave a final polish with the sleeve of his 
blouse. 

Lasse Jjfted his hand again ; he looked greatly oppressed. 
■“ You mighj^ keep quiet then ! ” he said irritably to Pelle 
who was standing as still as a mouse. Lasse's knuckles 
were poised in the air two or three times before they fell 
upon the door; and then he stood with his forehead close 
to the panel and listened. “ There’s no one there," he 
whispered irresolutely, 

“ Just go in ! " exclaimed Pelle, “ We can’t stand here 
all day.” 

“ Then you can go first, if you tliink you know better 
how to behave ! ” said Lasse, offended. 

Pelle quickly opened the door and went in. There was 
no one in the office, but the door was open into the drawing¬ 
room, and the sound of Kongstrup’s comfortable breathing 
canie thence. 

" Who’s there ? ” he asked. 
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" it,'? Lasse and l'i>ue,' answered Lasse in a voice that 
did not sound altogether brave. 

“ Will you come in here ? ” 

Xongbtrup wab lying on the sofa reading a magazine, 
aftd on the table beside him stood a pile of oldjnagazines 
and a* plateful of little cakes. 

He did not raise his eyes from his book, not evea while 
lus hand went out to the plate for something to put in. his 
mouth. He lay nibbling ■ 4 ind swallowing while he read, 
and never looked at Lasse and Pi lie, oi asked tin in what 
.they wanted, or said aii3’thihg to give them a start. If 
Was like being sent out to plough without knowing where 
He must ha\e bteii in the middle of soimthing \iiv 
exciting^ 

“ Well, what do you want ? ” ask^d Kongstiup at last 
in slow tones. 

“ Well—w’ell, the master must excuse us fot coming 
^ke this about something that doesn’t concern the farm; 
but as matters now stand, we’ve no one else to to, and 
so I said to the laddie : ‘ Master won’t be anggy. I’m sure, 
for he’s many a time been kind to us poor beggars—and 
that.’ Now it’s so in this world tlmt even if you’re a poor 
soul that’s only fit to do others’ dirty woik, the .>\lniighl\ 
nevertheless given you a father’s heait, and it hurts you 
to see the father’s sin standing in the son’s w’ay.” 

Lasse came to a standstill. He had thought it all out 
beforehand, and so arranged it that it should lead up, in 
a shrewd, dignified way, to the matter itself. But now 
it was all in a muddle like a slattern’s pocket-handkerchief, 
and the farmer did not look as if he had understood a 
single word of it. He lay there, taking a cake now and 
then, and looking helplessly towards the door. 

“ It sometimes happens too, that a man*^(;t6 tired of 
the single state,” began Lasse once more, but at^nce gave 
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up ti'ying to go »n. No matter how he began/'he .went 
round and round the thing and got no hold anywhere ! 
And now Kongstrup began to read again. A tiny question 
from- him miglit have led to the very middle of it; but 
he only ^led his mouth full and began munching quite 
hard. 

Lalfee was outwardly disheartened and inwardly angry, 
as -he s'tood there and prepared to go. Pelle was staring 
about at the pictures and the old mahogany furniture, 
making up his mind about e.ach thing. 

Suddenly energetic steps sounded tlirough the rooms ; 
the ear could follow their course right up from the kitchen. 
Kongstrup’s eyes brightened, and Lasse straightened 
himself up. 

“ Is that you two ? ” said Fru Kongstrup in her decided 
way that indicated the manager. “ But do sit down! 
Why didn’t yon offer them a seat, old man ? ” 

Lasse and Pelle found seats, and the mistress seated 
herself bSside her husband, with her arm leaning upon his 
■pillow. “Mow are you getting on, Kongstrup? Have 
you been resting ? ’’ she asked sympathetically, patting 
his shoulder. Kongstrup gave a little grunt, that might 
have meant yes, or no, or nothing at all. 

“ And what about you two ? Are you in need of 
money ? ’’ 

“ No, it’s the lad. He‘s to be dismissed from the 
confirmation-class,” answered Lasse, simply. With the 
mistress you couldn’t help being decided. 

“ Are you to be dismissed ? ” she exclaimed, looking 
at Pelle as at an old acquaintance, “^hen what have you 
been doing?” 

“ Oh,J[ kicked the parson’s son.” 

“ Aji4 Vliat did you do that for ? ” 

“ Because,he wouldn’t fight, but threw himself down.” 
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Fru Kongstrup laughed and nudged, liei' husband. 
“ Yes, of course. But what had he done to you ? " 

“He’d said bad things about Father Lasse.’’ 

“ What were the tlangs ? ’’ 

Pelle looked hard at her ; she meani to gpt to the 
bottom of everything. “ I won't tell you! ’’ he said 
firmh'. 

“ Oh, very well! But then we can’t do anything al)out 
it either.” 

” I may just as well tell you,” Lasse interrupted. “He 
called me Madam Olsen’s concubine—frc»m the Bible story, 
I suppose.” 

Kongstrup tried to suppress a chuckle, as if some one 
had whispered a coarse joke in his car, and he could not 
help it. The mistress herself was sorieus enough. 

■' I don’t think I understand,” she said, and laid a 
repressing hand upon Iter husband’s arm. “ Lasse must 
explain.” 

“It’s because I was engaged to Madam 01 s«n in the 
village, who every one thought was a widows and then 
iter husband came home the other day. And so they’ve 
given me that nickname round abotlt, I suppose.” 

Kongstrup began his suppressed laughter again, and 
Lasse blinked in distress at it. 

“ Help yourselves to a cake I ” said Fru Kongstrup in 
a very loud voice, pushing the plate towards them. This 
silenced Kongstrup, and he lay and watched their assault 
upon the cake-plate witl) an attentive eye. 

Fru Kongstrup sat tapping the table with her middle 
finger while they at(i, “ So that good boy Pelle got angry 
and kicked out, did he ? ” she said suddenly, her eyes 
flashing? 

“Yes, that’s what he never ought to have done!” 
answered Lasse, plaintively. 
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Fru Kongstruo fixed her cyes'upon him. 

“ No, for all that the, poorer birds are for is to be pecked 
at! Well, I prefer the bird that-pecks back again and 
defends its nest, no matter how poor it is. Well, well,We 
shall see^ And is that boy going to be confirmed ? Wliy 
of course ! To think that I should be so forgetful! Then 
we m«st begin to think about his clothes.” 

" That’s two troubles got rid of! ” said Lasse when 
they went down to the stable again. “ And did you 
notice how nicely I let her know that you were going to 
be confirmed ? It was almost as if she’d found it out for 
herself. Now you’ll see, you’ll be as fine as a shop-boy in 
your clothes ; people like the master and mistress know 
what’s needed wten once they’ve opened their purse. 
Weil, they got the whole truth straight, but confound it! 
they’re no more than human beings. It’s always best to 
speak out straight.” Lasse could not forget how well it 
bad turaed out. 

Pclle lot the old man boast. “ Do you think I shall get 
leather shoes of them too ? ” he asked. 

“ Yes, of course ybu will! And I shouldn’t wonder if 
they made a confirmation-party for you too. I say they, 
but it’s her that’s doing it all, and we may be thankful for 
that. Did you notice that she said we—we shall, and 
sc on—always ? It’s nice; of her, for he only lies there and 
eats and leaves everything to her. But what a good time 
he has I I think she’d go through fire to please him ; but 
upon my word, she’s master there. Well, well, I suppose 
we oughtn’t to speak evil of any oqe; to you she’s like 
your own mother ! ” 

Fru Kongstrup said nothing about the result of her 
drive to the parson ; it pot her way to talk about things 
afterwards. But Lasse and Pclle once more trod the earth 
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with a feeling of securite •. 'whan she took up a matter, it 
was- as good as arrangett;' 

■-‘One morning later in the \veek, the tailor came limping 
in with his scissors, tape-measure, and pressing-iron, and 
Pclle had to,go down to the servants’ 'Xjm, and was 
measured in ever}’ direction as if he had been a prize 
animal. Up to tlie present, he liad always had his ^otlics 
made by guess-work. It was something new to have 
itinerant artisans at Stone Farm ; since Kong'-trup had 
come into power, neitlur slioemakcr nor tailor had ever 
set foot in the servants’ room. This was a return to tlie 
good old farm-customs, and placed Stone Farm once inon' 
on a footing with the other farms. The people enjoyed it, 
and as often as they could went down into the servants’ 
room for a clrange of air and to heai^^one of the tailor's 
yarns. “It's tlie mistress who’s at the head of things 
now! ’’ they said to one another. There was good 
peasant blood in her hand^, and she brought things back 
into the good old ways. Pclle walked into the ^Tvaiits’ 
room like a gentleman ; lie was fitted several t^ies a d.iy. 

He was fitted for two whole suits, one of which was for 
Rud, who was to be confirmed to«. It would jimbably 
be the last thing that Rud and his mother would get at 
the farm, for Fru Kongstruji had canied her jioint, and they 
were to leave the cottage in May. ^ They would nr\'ei 
venture to set foot again in Stone 'Farm. Fru Kongstrup 
herself saw that they received wliat they were to haw, btit 
she did not give money iftg^ puia kdp it. 

Pclle and Rud were nev'^iiwcttler now, and they seldom 
went to the parson togctlier.^^t was Pclle W'ho had drawn 
back, as he had grown tiroifl of being on the watch for 
Rud’s continual little lies and treachetiee. Pclle was laljcv 
and stronger than Rud, and his naturc-rpertwipS .because 
of his pliysical superiority—had taken more open ways. 
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In ability to master a task or lea^h it by heart, Rud was 
also the inferior ; but on the other*-hand he could bewilder 
Pclle and the other boys, if he only got a hold with his 
practical comnton sense. 

On tjip great day itself, Karl Johan drove Pelle and 
Lasse in the little one-horse carriage. “ We’re fine folk 
to-day! ” said Lasse with a beaming face. He was quite 
confused, although he had not tasted anything strong. 
There was a bottle of gin lying in the chest to treat the 
men with when the sacred ceremony was over; but Lasse 
was not llie man to drink anything before he went to 
church. Pelle had not touched food ; God’s Word would 
take best effect in that conelition. 

Pelle was raeliant too, in spite of liis hunger. He was 
in brand-new twill,*so new that it crackled every time he 
moved. On his feet he wore elastic-sided shoes that had 
once belonged to Kongstrup himself. They were too large, 
but " there’s no difficulty with a sausage that’s too long,” 
as Lass»said. He put in thick soles and pajier in the toes, 
and Pelle 4)ut on two pairs of stockings; and then the 
shoes fitted as if they had been cast for liis foot. On his 
head he wore a blue Sap that he had chosen himself down 
at the shop. It allow’ed room for growing, and rested on 
his ears, which, for the occasion, were as red as two roses. 
Round the cap was a broad ribbon in which were woven 
rakes, scythes, andflaals; interlaced with slieaves all the 
way round. 

” It’s a good thing you cauie;” said Pelle as they.dfove 
up to the church, and foujS^-^hemselves among so"^any 
people. Lasse had almost SSl'to givc,jip thought of cojmn^ 
for the man who was going lo. look after the animals w^le 
lie was away, had to. go off at the last moment iKr the 
veterinary surgeon ; but Karna came and offered lo water 
arid give the midday feed, although neither could truthfully 
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say. that the 5 ^'Iiad behaved as they ought to have done 
to her. 

" Have you got that thing now ? ” whispered Lasse 
when they were inside the cliurch. Pellc fell in his pocket 
and nodded; the little round piece of lignuin-vit^that was 
to carr\- him over the dilTicultics of the day lay there. 
“ Then just answer loud and straight out ,” whisjuaedCasse, 
as he shppcd into a pew in the background. 

Pellc did answer straight out, and to Lasse his voice 
sounded rcall}' well through the spacious cliurch. And 
the parson did absolutely nothing to revenge himself, but 
treated Pclle exactly as he did the others. At the most 
solemn part of the ceremony, Lasse thought of Kama, and 
how toucliing her devotion was. He scolded himself in an 
undertone, and made a solemn vow. 4jhc should not sigh 
any longer in vain. 

For a whole month indeed, Lasse’.s thoughts had been 
occupied with Kama, now favourably, n(.)W unfavourably ; 
but at this solemn moment u'lien Pellc was just tailing the 
great step into the future, and Lasse’s feelings ^vtrc touched 
in so many waj^s, the thought of Kama’s devotion broke 
over him as something sad, like a softg of slighted affection 
that at last, at last has justice done to it. 

Lasse shook hands with Pclle. “ Good luck and n" 
blessing! ” he said in a trembling voice. The wish also 
embraced liis own vow and he had some difficulty in 
keeping silence respecting Iris determination, he was so 
moved. The words were heard on all sides, and Pclle went 
round.and shook hands with liis comrades. Then they 
drove home. 

" Jt all w'cnt uncommonly well for you to-day,” said 
Lasse g|budly ; " and now you're a man, you know.” 

” Yes, now you must begin to look about for a sweet¬ 
heart,” said Karl Johan. Pclle only laughed. 
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In the aftornopn they had a lioliday. 'Relic had first 
t(i go up tu his master and mistress to thank them for his 
clothes and receive their congratulations. Fru Kongstrup 
gave jiim red-('i]rrant wine and cake, and the farmer gave 
liim a Uve^-krone j)ieco. 

Then they went uj) to Kalle’s by the quarry. Pellc was 
to exliibit liimst'lf in his new clothes, and say good-bye to 
thcnl; -I here was only a fortnight to May Day. Lasse was 
going to take the oy)portunily of secretly obtaining informa¬ 
tion concerning a house that was for sale on the heath. 
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They still talked about it every day for (hr short time 
that was loft. Lasso, who had always had the thought of 
leaving in his mind, and had only stayed on and on, j'oar 
after year, because the boy’s welfare demanded il — was 
slow to move now that there was notliing to hold lorn 
back. He was unwilling to lose Pello, and did all he 
could to keep him; but notliing woald induce him to go 
out into the world again. 

" Stay here ! ” he said jicrsuasively, " and wt ’ll talk to 
the mistress and she’ll take j-ou on for a itrojxr wage. 
You’re both strong and handy, and she’s always looked 
upon you with a friendlj’ cya'.” 

Bpt Ptile would not take service with the farmer; it 
gave no po.sition and no prospe#ts. lie wanted to lx- 
something great, but there was no possibility of that in the 
country; he would be following cows all his days, 
would go to the town—perhaps still faithcr, across the sea 


to Cojienhagen. 

" Jtietter come too,” he said, “'aild then we shall 
g^;3li^|f9ltfl'tlie tquickeE and be able to buy a big farm." 

yes,” said Lasse, slowly nodding his head; 
t)^t’s one for mi^and two for yourself! But what the 


parson preaches doesn't alw’ays come to pass. We might. 
bea||||L penniless 1 Who knows- whaf the future ihay 
bfin^' 


” Oh, I shall manage ! ” said Pellc, nodding confidently. 
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" Do you mean to ^ay I can’t turn my hand to anything 
I like ? ” 

“ And I didn’t give notice in time either,” said Lasse to 
excuse, liimself. 

" Then^un away ! ” 

But Lasse would not do that. " No, I’ll stay and 
work tipvards getting something for myself about here,” 
he aafd,-a little evasively. ” It would be nice for you too, 
to have a home that j'ou eould visit now and then ; and 
if you didn’t gel on out there, it wouldn’t be bad to have 
something to fall back upon. You might fall ill, or some¬ 
thing else might haiipen ; the world’s not to be relied upon. 
'You have to have a hard skin all over out there.” 

Belle did not answer. That about the home sounded 
nice enough, and he* understood quite well that it was 
Kama’s person that weighed down the other end of the 
balance. Well, she’d put all his clothes in order lor his 
going away, and she’d alv'ays been a good soul; he had 
nothing against that. 

It would Jjc hard to live apart from Father Lasse, but 
Belle felt he must go. Away! The spring seemed to 
shout the word in his #ars. He knew every rock in the 
landscape and every tree—yes, every twig on the trees as 
^W 1 ; there was. nothing more here that could fill his blue 
eyes and long ears; and satisfy Iiis mind. 

The day before May Day they packed Belle’s things. 
Lasse knelt tefor.e the green chest; everywas 
carefully folded-and remarked upon, before 
in the canvas bdg that was to serve Peile as a fraveffih|i 
trunk. 

• " Now. remember not to wear your stockings too long 
' Wore you mend them I ” said Lasse, putting id|i|[ing 
tvool on. poa W®- “ He who mends his things iiffime, 
is sWpd half the work and all the disgrace.” 
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“ I shan’t forget tl)at,” said Pcllc (Jtiictly. 

Lasse was holding a folded sliirt in liis hand. “ The 
one you’ve got on’s just been washed,” he said reflectively. 
” But one can't tell. Two sliirts’ll almost be too litth; if 
you’re away, won’t they ? You must take one of inine; I can 
ahvays manage to get another by the tiiiK' 1 want a change. 
And remember, you must never go longer ihan a foitnight ! 
You who are young and healthy migld easily get vermin, 
and be jeered at by the whole town ; siu h a thing would 
never be tolerated in any one who wants te) get on. At 
the worst you can do a little washing for yoiiisclf; 5 -ou 
could go down to the shore in the evening, if that was 
all! ” 

"Do they wear wooden shoes in the town?” asked 
Pelle. 

" Not pcejple who want to get on ! I think you'd 
belter let me keep the wooden shoes and you take my 
boots instead; they always look nice even if they’re old. 
You’d better wear them when you go to-morrow,,and save 
your good shoes.” 

The new clothes were laid at the top of the bag, wrapped 
in an old blouse to keep them clean. 

" Now I think t^e've geit everything in,” said Lasse, 
with a searching glance into the green chest. There 
not much left in it. " Very well, then we’ll tic it up in 
God’s name, and pray that you may arrive safely— -wdiero- 
ever ygft decide to go ! ” Lasse tied up the sack; he was 
anyt^g but happy. 

must say good-bye nicely to every one on the 
farififctio that they won’t have anything to scratch my 
eyes^t for afterwards,” said Lasse after a little. " And 
I like you to thank Kama nicely for having put 

evi^lmng into such gt'od order. It isn't every one who’d 
have bothered.” 
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" Yi‘>, I'll do mat, -^aid Pelle in a low voice. He 
did not boem to be able to speak out properly to-day. 

PeUe was up and dressed at daybreak. Mist lay over 
the sea, and prophesied well for the day. He went about 
well scrubbed and combed, and looked at everything with 
wide-optn eyes, and with his hands in his pockets. The 
blue clothes which he had gone to his confirmation-classes in, 
had been washed and newly mangled, and he still looked 
very well in them ; and the tabs of the old leather boots 
wluch were a relic of Lasse’s prosperous days, stuck out 
^almost as much as his ears. 

He had said his “ Good-bye and thank-you for all your 
kindness ! ” to everybody on the farm—even Erik; and 
he had had a good meal of bacon. Now he was going 
about the stable, collecting himself, shaking the bull by 
the horns, and letting the calves suck his fingers; it was 
a sort of farewell too 1 The cows put their noses close up 
to him, a»d breathed a long, comfortable breath when he 
passed, and ttic bull playfully tossed its head at him. And 
close behind him went Lasse ; he did not say very much 
but he always kept near*the boy. 

It was so good to be here, anif t%, |eeling sank gently 
over Pelle every lime a cow licked herself, or the warm 
vapour rose from freshly-falling dung. Every sound was 
like a mother’s caress, and every thing was a familiar toy, 
with which a bright world could be built. Upon ife posts 
all round there were pictures that he had cut upoiP^pr; 
Lasse had smeared them over with dirt again, in case 
farmer should come .and say that they were ^<^ing 
everything, 

Pelle was not thinking, but went about in a-^|pimy 
state; it all sank so Warmly and heavily into his clfild’s 
mind. He had taken out ^s knife, and took hold of the 
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If he'were going' tn eai4e fef)trfeliring im it, 
'■'kTpe \V6n't-let-yoH/dcnliait/^.Baiil Lasse, surprised. ' “ Try 
difedf'fhcbuitpfeEsliiS^ad.'’/ 

'Pelle returned »s'jtni'fe to ru.s'p"cket; Lo had nut 
'HhleiiSed to do an\’thing. -He strulled along thorfuddering- 
.^ssape without aim'or oycfet.*' Lasse same up and 
- his hand. ■ 

“ You’d better stay here a little longer," he s’aid, 
" We're'so comfortable.'' 

But this put life into Peile. He fixed his^blg, failldul 
eyes upon,his father, and then went down to their lonin. 

Lasse followed him. ‘‘ In God's name then,' if it ha.- 
to'tSe ! ’’ he said huskily, and took liold of li.” 'uek to h#lt 
Pelle get it on to hi:i back. 

Pelle held out his hand. " Goud-bve and thardc y«^i, 
fatla r —for all your kindnO'S ! " he added ga ntly. 

" Yes, yes; yes, yes! " said Lar.-e, diaking hi.s head, 
It ^va^ ,dl he was able to sav. 


He went out rvith Pelle past the oulia'U-ses,%n(l llierc 
stup{)ed. while Pdle went on along the dikes•■aith his -aek 
r.'Cn his backjjip towards the high-road. Two or thm- times 
he turned..and.ni^tited 1 Lasse, ^verc<mie, stood gazing 
with his hstnd.sh|jg^,Lds eyes. He laid never looked so 
old before..''■*. v-.-' 


0 ufe% .th^ields ti^ Wer&- drh'ing'tlie seed-harrow ; 
St.:me‘%ann'was.ear^, tyith it. this year.'' ,-- Kongstrup and 
lii>4»iM»eretitrolling aJcTS, ato-in-arra* beside .^a'ditch'; 
^t3^»03iaqd;ildiend and sh^, pointed’’; they 

leaned' against 

iUsse tumtJd forlorn he looked ! 

PeH^fert a quick desire do rfiSw do'wn the sack-and run 
'■■'.cV, and„say something nice to him ; but before he could 
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do ^o the imtftilSe-hid disappeaied upon 
brec7C.' t{is feet carried' liUn on tijpon the straight'W^J 
away.Aaw^ 1 Up (jn a .lidga'tJie t^litf'hvas'stepph^ oSt 
I tield, •aud-jclosc beiun4'biin-'?ayif'd iiiik, inlijatii^hjai. 
with looliak go^tu) es..; 

•On a level wilh the edg6.sii’tUe rorhs. JPelk- came ifi. 
the wide liigh-road. Here, he'kiiew^ ^tune Faun and its 
lands would bo lo.st to Mght, and he put down lii^ sack. 

WTfEo.the sajid-bimk--. by the w'itli every tiee-top 
vi-.ible ; iHert w'as the fir-tree tliat the yellow hammer 
alw’a\ built in ; the Stream ran milk-white after the heavv 
^ih.iw, and the imadow was beginning to grow' green.; Ifut 
tli«,caiin wa. one , good jieople had removed d secretly 
"'J^oi^d^ieF i\oiler was drowned and the girl was expected 
dirt o^ pi Foil. 

■ An I the farm stood out clearly in the morning light, 
witli its high white dwelling-house, the long range ot bains, 
and all the outhouses. E\ciy spot down there shone so 
{aniihaily*towards him ; the hardsliips he had sulleied 
wtie ioigotte»i, or only showed up the comlorts in stronger 
leliel. 

Pelle’s childhood haA been happy by virtiiQ.ot ever}'- 
thing ; it had been a song mingled with weeping-. Vl'eeping 
rais into tones as well as joy, and heard from a distance it 
becomes a song. -sAnd-as Pelle gazed dowii’upen ipsTtiil'd- 
4ood’s .yorld, they wore only pleasant raemeaijfe* that 
toward him throu^Ji .the. bright air.«if?Q|fe4«g 
else e.^fed, or ever had 

He had seeft^noughjisj^ia^sl^p 
had come well put of ^^{rng-had 

him. With a chiio’S v^ralSS^^^ fpund noujjj^pjijjWt 
in it all ; and now*he and fitjfpg — 

equipped, with the Proghet-^^ie !j«<^es, the Apostles,, the 
Ten Commandments and one hundred and tweiptjc hymris! 
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^Herspirintii, victor’s brow toward? tiu 


lay", the land sloping “fichly Howards t’" 
«auth, l®<5unded ’by* the sea. Far below stood two tall 
|>lack diirnhey? against the sea as ba<:kgr )und,.and still 
T""thcr south lay the Totvn ! A\eay. from ran* the paths 
<u the sea to Sweden and Copenliag^! Xliis mas the 
world-tile great wide world itself ! ' ’ • . 

•Pelle becatue liungry at tlic sigiit ofj^tke 

'Treat world, and Uie first tiling he did w,is t*' sit down 
ujxiii the ndge of the lull with a view Ixah. backwards and 
forwards, ,i!id. . ai ,dl tlie food Kama had giy,j;»ifTm for t«t; 
whole dav. >o his stoiaadi woiih.l iiave nothing more to 


trouble about! 

He rose reire.'lu d, got tlie sack of! to his back, au4 
off downwaixis to conquer tlie world, [louring forth a son," 
at the top of his voice into the bright air as he went ; — 


"A stranger I imi.'t wanUer 
Among the iaigli ■hiiieji: 

With African black ingroe-! . 
'O'- l,,t it may be thrown 
oJnJ then iqHm this eipti; o,,.ve 
Are Portugne-.e foun.! loo, 
every kim) of nation 
I'lvlcr ticaven's sk.v su blue," 
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cRurer. tv ■ mlia.m clowes and sons, i.oinie, Lusuoa a:.i> nuecii^. 




